BuKalo Sunday Evangdistic Campaip Chorus 


CHORUS No.3 


Chorus Ffe. 3 sings (Male chorus) Thursday evenings and Sunday 
^ ^ aft^oons and evenings 



% 

CP 


NAMEj 

Pt . J 

/ / . ^ / 
ADDRESS t” 


SECTION. 


P) ! 

TELEPHONE ^ SEAT 

CHURCH „..PART 1 SIN©P^£^ZsDi£’' 

IN ACCEI^ING SERVICE 

I promke to be iptlilal in the i^erk of the dborus 
during the Sm^y meetmgs. impossibie 

for me to be ^sent f /will do my b^ to secure 
someone whitings my part to sing in niy, jilace* 


Paste this PASS in your song-book and always show it to the door- 
keeper and usher. 





Rodeheaver Collection 
For Male Voices 


ONE HUNDRED AND SIXTY QUARTETS 
AND CHORUSES FOR MEN 

Comisting of 

Gospel Songs — new and old~the popular songs used 
in the ''Billy’" Sunday Campaigns; many adapta- 
tions from Standard Authors; old familiar 
hymns, newly arranged; secular 
songs; Plantation melodies; 

Prohibition songs 
and special 
selections. 


Edited and compiled by 
' DR. J. B. HERBERT 


Prices: 50c pet copy, postpaid 
4 copies, $1 ,75, postpaid 
12 copies, $4,80, not postpaid 


THE RODEHEAVER COMPANY 

440 S. Dearborn St. 807 Chestnut St. 

Chicago Philaddiphia 


Copyright, 1916, by Homer A Rodeheaver. 





THE KODEHBAVER COLLECTION FOR 
MALE VOICES contains new quartets, new cho- 
ruses, new arrangements, new adaptations, gospel 
songs, original and selected, old favorites, stand- 
ard hymns,* a secular department^ Prohibition 
songs, Plantation melodies and special selections. 
Besides the compositionsand arrangements by the 
Editor, there are contribntions by Rodeheaver, 
Gabriel, Towner, Ackley, Fillmore, Bottorf, Black 
and others. A strikingfeature of this work is the 
large number of arrangements and adaptations 
from standard authors, such as Abt, Ascher, 
Bishop, Bamby, Chopin, Gottschalk, Kdcken, 
Lassen, Pinsuti,Tosti and Wallace; also from famil- 
iar Welsh, Irish, French and German airs. Some of 
the choicest hymn tunes and old favorites of 
Mason, Bradbury, Hastings, Woodbury, Root, 
Bliss and others are also incorporated in this work. 

The insertion of a number of Plantation songs, 
so arranged as to preserve their original char- 
acteristics, is a new departure in Ixwks of this 
class and one, we believe, which will be received 
with favor. 


To furnish still further variety, a department 
of secular selections has been add(^ including a 
few well-chosen Prohibition son^. The work 
closes with selections suitable for concerts and 
special occasions. 


This collection, the Publishers confidently be- 
lieve, will be found to contain a wider range of 
subjects and a greater variety in musical setting 
than any other work heretofore offered to the 
puh&. 


THE RODEHEAVER COMPANY 


The 

Rodeheaver Collection 


Male Voices 

Heaven Is My Home. 


Rer. Tbos. R. Taylor. 

Melody in Baritone, 
g-r-d-4— 1-r^ 


ARR. COPYRIGHT, 1916, BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


, I’m but a Btrau - ger here, Heav’n is my home; Earth is a 

. What tho’ the tern - pest rage, Heav’n is my home; Short is my 

, There, at my Sav - ior’s side, Heav’n is my home; I shall be 

. There-fore I mur - mur not, Heav’n is my home; What-e’er my 







ttiEwSSLSSES 


nni 



Nearer, My God, to Thee. 


SaraK £• Adams. 


ARR. COPYRtGHT. 19t6. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. iKkWsll Mason. 

INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. Art. by J. B. Herbert. 


1. 

Near 

- er, 

my 

God, to Thee, Near 

- er 

to 

Thee! . 

2. 

Tho’ 

like 

a 

wan - der - er, • The 

snn 

gone 

down,, 

3. 

There 

let 

the 

way ap - pear, Steps 

nn 

- to 

heav’n 

4. 

Then, 

with 

my 

wak - ing tho’ta Bright 

with 

Thy 

praise, 

5. 

Or 

if. 

on 

joy - M wing Cleav 

- ing 

the 

sky,... 


E’en 

tho’ 

it he a cross 

That 

rais - eth 

me;. 

Dark 

- ness 

he 0 - ver me, 

My 

rest a 

stone 

All 

that Thou send - est me, 

In 

mer - cy 

giv’n 

Out 

of 

my ston - y griefs 

Beth - 

el I’U 

raise: 

Snn, 

moon 

and stars for -got, 

.Up - 

ward I 

fly,. 


Still an my song shall be, Near - er, my God, to pee; 

Tet in my dreams I’d be, Near - er, my God, to 

An - gals to beck - on me, Near - er, my God, to Thee; 

So by my woes to be Near - er, my God, to pee; 

Still all my song shall be, Near - er, my God, to Thee; 

1. Sm all my song sbaH be Hearer, my God, to Thee, to Thee;. 

J J J J J 


ar - er, my God, to Thee, Near - er to Thee!.. 

Near-er, near-er, my God, to Thee, Hear-Ier, near-er, near-er to Thee! 






Wten tke Mists Have Rolled Away. 


COPYRIGHT. t916. BY HOMER A, RODEHEAVER. 
INTERHAT.ONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


J. B. Herbert. 


ijBfile Hatbert. 


1. When the mists have rolled in splen-dor From the beau - ty of the hills, 

2. If we err in hu-man blind-ness', And for - get that we are dust; 

3* When the mists have risen a - bove us, As our Fa - ther knows His own, 



And the sun- shine, warm and ten-der, Falls m kiss - es on the nils, 

If we miss the law of kindness. When we strug-gle to be just; 

Face to face witii those whb love us, We shall know as we are known 


We may read 

love’s shin - ing 

let - ter 

In 

the 

rain - 

bow 

Snow-y wings 

of 

peace shall 

cov - er 

All 

the 

an - 

guish 

Low be - yond 

the 

ori - ent 

mead -0 ws, 

Floats 

the 

gold - 

en 


of 

the 

spray; 

We 

shall 

know 

each cth - er 

bet - ter, 

When the 

of 

to - 

day; 

When 

the 

wear 

- y watch is 

0 -ver, 

And 

the 

fringe of 

day; 

Heart 

to 

heart 

we’ll bide the 

shad-ows. 

Tin 

the 


miste have rolled a - way, 

Wh^ the 

mists 

have rolled 

a 

mists have rolled a - way, 

And 

the 

mists 

have rolled 

a 

mists have rolled a - way. 

Till 

the 

mbts 

have rolled 

a 







In Heavenly Love. 

COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


Lassen. 

Art A for tk» work. 


1. In heaven-ly love a - bid - ing, No change my heart shall fear; 

2. Wherev - er He may guide me. No want shall turn me back; 

3. Green pastures are be - fore me, Which yet I have not seen; 


And safe in such con -fid - ing, For noth- ing changes here. 

My ghep-herd is be -side me, And noth -ing can I lack. 

Bright skies wiU soon be o’er me,Where dark- est clouds have been 





T> O. Cilds&olBi* 


Wliat Did It Mean? 

COPYRIGHT, 1910, BY CHAS. H- GABRIEL. 

i 


Gfaas. H. Gabriel* 




zjf 




-4-#- 




-! — I- 


-P=f: 




1. Wfaat did it mean when Je - sns came Down from His home of 

2. What did it mean when Je - sns wrought All of His deeds of 

3. What did it mean when Je - sus died, 'Hang-ing -on Cal - va - 

4. What did it mean when Je - sns rose Up from His dream^ss 

! : I I I 






■I — f—r 
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light, * 
might; 
ry? 
bed? 






ESE 








Laj-ing a - side His glo-ry there, En - ter - ing this dark night; 

Heal-ingthe ills and jjains of men, Giv - ing the blind their sight, 

Heav-en and earth were joined in grief, Sor-row like His to seel 

Death and the grave for - ev - er past, Fin-ished a-tone-ment makel 




lit 


5^- 

I'd 


■'i i r 


v-«53- 








What cUid it mean to Je- sns my Lord, And what does it mean to me? 


J 

A tittle While. 


Adapted By Jenaie Ree* 

COPYRIGHT, 1916 BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED, 

CKaa. H. GaBrieL 


LA lit - tie while to gath - er flow’rs That blos-som m life’s mommg 

2. A lit - tie while, and we may weep O’er forms grown cold in death’s cold 

3. A lit - tie while to toil and striTe Where ’mid the wheat, the tares may 

4. A lit - tie while, and we may meet Where ransomed souls each oth - er 


A 

lit - tie 

while 

to dream a - way 

The glo-'ries 

A 

lit - tie 

while 

to pray and mourn 

Where friends from 

A 

lit - tie 

while— 

and then shall I 

Be-neath the 

A 

lit - tie 

while, 

and an - gels fair. 

With songs shall 








\ Better Every Day. 

COPYRiGHT. 1912, BY CHAS H. GABRIEL. 
Alk» Horton. HOMER A. RODEHEAVER, OWNER. 

1st Tenor. . 

f When the shad-ows dark and drear tempt my soul 
iHe has kept me thro' the years, wiped a -way 
j 0 how sweet the joy He gives for with - in 

tAi! thebie^-ed way a - long, He has filled 
f I, by faith, the face can see, of the Lord 

1 T will praise Him ev - er- more, shout His glo - 

2l: Tenor. 


James M. Black. 


to doubt and fear, 
my bit - ter tears, 
my soul He lives; 
my soul with song, 
who died for me, 
ry o'er and o'er, 


























till . I ■'w*' ’ ^ 

And thus on earth pos - sess - ing The peace of heav *n a " hovel 


Tenors and Baritone humming. 










[4 Wlien You Know Jesus Too. 

COPYRIGHT. 19*6, BY HOMER A. ROOEHEAVER. » n A t-I 

W Duley OuaoB. miERNATIONAL COPYR.GHT SECURED. 15. U. Ackley. 

Melody in 2nd Terwr. ^ ^ ^ s n s n N 

. I I ■ < 


1. When yon my Je - sns nn - der - stand. When yon ac - cept H 

2. Hie joy will glad-den ev - ’ry day, His bless-ings shine a 

3. Ton’ll see His mer - cy thro’ yonr tears. His peace will hal - lo 

4. Tou’U tnow His way is al-ways best, And glad-ly leave tc 

— f-r-^ — * — ^ ^ -I Ll 

-: 54 — =rr-— z_zg=g=zz=<jiii ' : : . r — i — — 5 - ,* 


Irriatrtjc 




lov-ing hand, A hap-py mom will dawnfor yon, When you know Jesus too 
long lie way, Andyou will share His promise true. When you know Jesus too 
all the years, The val- ley hold no dread for you, Whenyou know Jesus too 
Him the r^t, And tell what He has done for you, Whenyou know Jesus too 


CHOEns. 


__K ^ 

:fes=to=S=: 




r^c=ti=ii: 

1? — F~ 


When you know Him, when you know Him You’ll love Him just as oth-ers 




^ 


1— 


A happy mom will dawnfor you, When you know my Jesus to o . 
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/ Agitato. 


Gfirist Stilling tFie Tempest. 

COPYRIGHT, 1916. BY HOVER A. RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


J. B* Herbert. 


And waves came roll- ing high and dark, And the tall mast was bowed: 
The troub - led bil - lows knew their Lord, And they sank ’neath His eye; 
0 send Thy spir - it forth in pow’r, O’er our dark souls to brood; 


And men stood breathless in their dread, And baf-fled in their skill; 

And slum - her set - tied on the deep. And si - lence on the blast; 

Thou that didst bow the bil-low’s pride, Thy man*dates to ful - fill; 


Andante, m 


“1 


- P 


ralL pp 


But One was there who rose and said, “Peace be still, peace be still.” 
As when the righteous fall a-sleep; Peace -ful sleep, peace -M sleep. 
So speak to pas-sion’srag- ing tide, Peace be still, peace be still. 






Tell It Today.* 

COPYRIGHT. 19:5. BY HOMER A. ROOEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


pKu. H. Cta&riel, }r« 



CL E. Jr. 


: ^ p ^ 

1. Dear is the sto-ry of won-der - fnl love Told of a Sav-ior,wao 

2 . Hat - ed, dfi-spisedandre- ject-ed was He Whose word commanded the 

3. Tom wereHisfeet by the bri-ars of scorn; Pierced was His fore-head by 

4. When, with the loved ones who^ve gone onhe-fore, Ransomed we stand on that 


came from a-bove, Bore all our sins, and in sor-row and shame, Suffered and 
wind and the sea; By whose compassion the hnn-gry were fed, Who healed the 
man - y a thorn; Wounded for ns were His hands and His side, Bro -ken the 
beau - ti - M shore; When in His bean-ty our Sav-ior we see, Oh, what a 


P P p' P U 

♦ The baritone part, bdngr the melody, should be decidedly prominent, the other 
ycaces sin^ins as an accompanimeni very subdued. 


17 O love that Will Not let Me Go. 


_ COPYRIGHT. 1910, BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 

Rev. Geo. Matheeon. international copyright secured- J. E. 






Mother^s Prayeirs Have Followed Me. 


iiaale DcAnnond. 


COPYRIGHT. 1912, BY B. D ACKLEY. 
HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. CWKER 


B. B. Ackley. 


P&-= 


1. I grieved my Lord from day to day, I scorned His love so M and free, 

2 . O’erdes-ertwild, o’ermonntainhigh, A wan-der-er I chose to be, 

3. He tamed my dark - ness in - to light. This bless-ed Christ of Cal - Ta - ryj 

Hum Hum Hum 








Andtho’ I wan-dered far a - way. My mother’ sprayers have followed r 
A wretched soul con-demned to die, Still mother’s prayershavefollowed i 
I’ll praise Hisname both dayandnightjThatmother’sprayershavefollowed ] 
Hum My mother’s prayershavefollowed r 

ei « j-., ^ tZT .axr»_ 

V X 

Choeus. 
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T«IUIFXX>* 


Strong Son of God. 

COPYRIGHT. 19l6, BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER, 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


SfcroagSoa ofGod, Im-mor-tal Love, Whom we thathave not seen Thy face, 
Thou wilt notieave us in thedustjTuoumadest man, he knows not why, 
Thou seem-est hu - man and di-vine, The high-est, ho-iiest man-hood, Thouj 
Oar lit- tie sys-temshavetheir day jTheyhavetheirday and cease to he; 


^ — t" — 

By faith, and faith a - lone em-brace, Be - hev-mg where we can-notprove; 
He thinks he was not mode to die; And Thonhastmadehim; Thou art just; 
Our wills are ours, we know not how; Our wills are ours to make them Thine; 
They are but bro-ken lights of Thee; And Thou, 0 Lord, are more than they; 


After each stanza. 


rail PP 


Strong Son of God, Im - mor - tal Love 

Im - mor - tal Love. 


Softly Now tlie Light of Day. 

COPYRIGHT, 1916. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 

international copyright secured. 

Sbw and satined. 



Jesas» Savior. 

COPYRIGHT. 1912. BY RODEHEAVER-ACKLEY CO 
a A. ROOEHEAVER. OWNER. 


Mable Johnston Camp. 




1. Be - hold the Man of Gal-i-lee, Thom-cro\m’d He hangs np-on the tree; 

2. See how His flesh by nails is tom, Each wound the mark of hate andscom; 

3. The veil is rent, dark grow the skies, “Tis finishedl’Mondthe Saviour cries; 

4. 0, Saviour, when I view Thy cross, All earth-ly gain I count but loss; 


*l|Sn3BS8 BSSESSSSS^ 


Know-ing the depths of ag - o - ny To save me from my sins. 
Tet free - ly shame and death is borne To save me from my sins. 
And heaven it - self weeps as He dies To save me from my rina. 
Take Thou my heart, purge out the dross, And save me from my sins. 




Je-sns, the glo-iy of heavMi,who came To de for a rin-ner Kke mel 


iwa 




IS It s Up to You. 

COPYRIGHT. 1916, BY HOMER A, ROOEHEAVER, 

DeAnBOud. tNTERNATfONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. CblS. H« Ga&ciel. 






TKe Crown of Tlioms. 

COPYRIGHT. 1916, BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 

JoRn R. Qementt. international copyright secured. Slarie D. Eoncct* 
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T!i<eo^re Moitod. 

■4 N b:.-, 


0 llie Bitter Sname. 

COPYRIGHT, 1916, BY HOMER A, BODEHEAVER. 


J. B. Herbert. 

N_J_ 


0 the bit - ter shame and sor-row, That a time could ev - er be, 
Yet He found me; I be-held Him Bleed -ing on th’ accursed tree, 
Day by day His ten-der mer - cy, Heal-ing, help-mg, full and free, 
High-er than the high- est heav- en, Deep-er than the deep-est sea, 




When I let the Savior’s pit - y Plead in vain, and proud-Iy answered, 
Heard Him pray, Forgive them. Father! And my wist-ful heart said faint-ly, 
Sweet and strong, and, oh! so patient, Bro’t me low - er, while I whispered, 
Lord, Thy love at last hath conquered; Grantmenow my sup - pli - ca-tion— 


Vesper Hymn. 


Arr. far t&is worb. 


Hark! tile v^ - per hymn IS steal-^ O’er the wa-ters, soft and clear; 
Near-er yet and near-er peal -ing, Soft it breaks up - on the ear, 
Now, like moonlight waves re-treating To the shore, it dies a - long: 
Now, like an - gry surg-es meet-ing, Breaks the mingled tide of song. 






There is a Foontaiii. 

COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER, 
INTERNATIONAL. COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


Arr. 6y 

J. B. BecB«rt 


1. There is a foun-tain filled with blood, Drawn from Im-man-uePs veins 

2. The dy - ing thief re-joiced to see That fountain in his day; 

3. E’er since by faith I saw the stream Thy flow-ing wounds sup- ply, 

4. And when this lisp-ing, stammering tongue Lies si -lent in the grave 


And sm-ners plunged be-neatn that flood, Lose all tiaeirguilt-y stams 
And there have I, as vile as he, Washed all my sins a - way. 
Re- deem -ing love has been my theme, And shall be till I die, 
Then in a no - bier, sweet - er song Til sing Thypow’rto save, 


Lose all their gmlt-y 
Washed all my sins a 
And shall be till I 
ni sing Thy power to 


Lose all their gudt-y stams; 
Washed all my sins a - way; 
And shall be till I die; 
I’ll ting Thy power to save; 


And sinners, plunged be-neath tiiat flood, Lose all their guilt- y stains. 
And there have I, as vile as he, Washed all my sins a - way. 
Re - deem-ing love has been my theme, And shafl be till I die. 
Then in a no - bier, sweet - er song I’ll siog Thy power to save. 














I ~ ^ ^ 

du-ties pressed? To do the will of Christ, 0 this is rest, 

far a - way? In Je - sns’ keep;;mg we are safe, and they, 

ns and ours? Je-sns has vanquished death and al its powers, 

soon shall cease, And Je- BUS call ns to heav’n’s per-fect peace 
^ I JN h 




Some Mother Prays For Too. 


COPYRIGHT, 1916. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


Rer. A. H. AcUey. 




1. Some 

2. Some 

3. Some 

4. Some 


r-^ — ;?-> ' 7 

mother’s heart is bar - dened With sor-row that sil - vers the hair; 
mother’s hands are trem - bling, That once were so stead - y and strong, 
mother’sprayersareof - fered For one that is way- ward and wild; 
mother’s life is end - ed, Her spir - it has gone to its home. 


“=Fr 




j. i 

Dim-mingthe eye with t^ar- drops. And fill -ing her life withde - spair. 
Some mother’s form is bend - ing, Her Toice sings a sor -row-fnl song. 
Friend-less, desffised, for - sak - en; Still yon are somemoth - er’s child. 
Span -ning the si - lent ri7 - er, Her love still en-treats yon to come. 


31 


WRo Givest AIL 


COPYRK3HT. 1916. BY HOMER A RODEHEAVER. Ast, fro« tEe Oerman 

GEriftopEer WordarrortR. international copyright SECURED EyJ. B. HedEert. 



1 , The gold - en sunshine, ver-nal air, Sweet flowers and fruit, Thy love declare; 

2. For peaceful homes, and healthful days, For all the blessings earth displays, 

3. For souls redeemed, for sins forgiven, For means of grace and hopes of heav’n 

4, We lose what on our-sehes we spend; We have as treasures with-out end, 
6. What-ev-er, Lord, we lend to Thee, Be -paid a thon-sand-fold will be; 


When har- vests np - en Thou art there, Who giv - est, giv - est all. 
We owe Thee thankfulness and praise, Who giv - est, giv - est all. 
What can to Thee, 0, Lord, be ^ven, Who ^v - est, giv - est all. 
What-ev- er, Lord, to Thee we lend, Who giv -est, giv -est ah. 
Then glad-ly will we give to Thee, Who giv -est, mv-est all. 





32 Wken I Ttinfc HowTIiey Crncified My Lord. 


Slow and Solemn* 

. I N 


COPYBfGHT. 19’6, BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER, 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


Atr. ty J. B. HerL«tt 


1, When I think how theycru-ci-fiedmy Lord, (Hum) When I think how they 

2. When I think how He hang no -on the cross, (Hum) When I think how He 
3 When I think howHegroanedWbledanddiedCHom) Whenithink how He 
4. When I think how they laid Him in the tomb, (Hum) When I think how they 





-Pc, ^~0 ^ 


PP m 



cru - ci - Sed my Lord, 
hung up - on the cross, 
groaned and bled and died, 


How it makes me tremble, tremble, When I 
How it makes me tremble, tremble. When I 
How it makes me tremble, tremble, When I 


g oanedanaDieaanaaiea, now ic majtes me Lremuie, iremuiB, ¥vueu X 

id Him in the tomb, (Oh) .. . How it makes me tremble, tremble. When I 
f 1 — — J— ; f — P- 



33 Don^t Give Up. 

^ CXrWlGHT, t9t6. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER, 

E. B, Hevritt. internatonal copvRtGHT secured. C&ai. H, Oabdel, 
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W. g-l.ff ^ 

1. Don’t give up, my brother, whenth< 

2. Don’t give np, my brother, when th( 

3. Don’t give np, my brother, when tht 

• i:g_ed2« »-rTrrg.l:fd 

L., j ^ 

way is hard; 0 - ver j 
tempests blow; Tnere’s a 
ioe is strong; God on 1 

- p 

iton-y plac-es God will 
lappy springtime after 
lighisml-ing o-ver 

H4:r=r^ 

? P p-pr-Y-^ 









S4 Bealati Land, My Home. 

COPYRIGHT, T913. BY HOMER A RODEHEAVER. 

lu B. INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. Hmry S. Demos. 



1. Pm think - ing now of a bean- ti-ful home, Benlah Land, Beulah Land, 

2. Here I shall join in the songs that I love, Beulah Land, Beulah Land, 

3. I see in my vi-sions the heav-en-ly shore, Beulah Land, BeulahLand, 





Bealah land. My ooine- 


:p' P->. — s- — rii — — — h — ^ j ^ 

Wher^he corn and the wine make the merry heart glad Jn Beulah Land, my home. 
While an - gel - ic voic-es take up the refrain, “OBeuiahLand,myhome. 
While faith claims the vision that pierces the skies, 0 Beulah Land,mj home! 


r-g- 




^ h ^ ^ ^ ^ h N S 

— 1^ — 9 — a — 1 — -g — y^j*- 




Choetjs. ^ 

r »-H — * ✓ !7 l: 

0 Ben - lah Land, sweet Ben - lab Land, My 

!:s-r- -L 

• r!*~^ =^ — ' 4 - -^-r===±zzz~—r.- . 

Beu-lahLand, Ben-lahLand, Ben-lah Land, Ben-lah Land,My 
t2:^= — *=S=i '* * • H — tH 


'-•- • __ ■— c • - — - gz 


• heav’n )y home, So dear to mel 

heaT’nlyhome.my heay’nly home. So dear, so dew to me! 

-t ;g - T # » , J -r-/— j 






heaven - - ly home, I long for ^eel 



heav’nIyhome,my heavenly home, I long for theel 

^ ^ sTltLi^ ^ “ 



|oW E. Clanents. 


It Was Midlnigtit. 

COPYRfGHT. 1516, Sr HOMER A ROOEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


G&88. H. Ga&riel. 


1. It was mid-night, when my Sav - ior 

It was m d-night when my Sav - ior . Prayed on 

, It was m d-night when my Sav - ior In the 

Oft at mid-night have His serv-ants, Like as 

Dark as mid-night is the path -way By which 

If at mid-night He shall call me, As to 

I ! ! . Is 


— p—0- 
^ V 


Prayed on yon- der monn-tain steep; 


yon-der monn-tain steep; And it may be 

gar - den sweat in blood; W'hen by ail His 

Pan! and Si - las, prayed; Till the ver - y 

some are called to go;” Bnt this sheds a 

earth He comes a - gain; May my lamp be 


And it may be 


He is 
friend for- 
earth was 
beam of ■ 
trimmed and 


- 


qrzzNpi 


is ask-ing 


ask - ing 

That I vig - 

- - - - il 

sak - en, 

He that bit - • 

• - - - ter 

shak-en, 

And the hand 


com -fort: 

Je-sus all 


bum -ing. 

So that I 

with 

J ' 


1 


with Him keep, 
with Him keep, 
test - ing stood. 

e - vil stayed, 
way doth know. 




It Was Midniglit. 
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0 - ver 

Stiil-ness o-ver 
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all is thrown — Oft - 

all is thrown — 
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en deep - - est depths of 
Oft-en cleep-est 
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dark -ness — Hour my Sav-ior kept a - lone. 

depths of dark-ness— Hour my Sav-ior kept a - lone. 
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To the Hills. 


Psalm 121. 
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Pr. Geo. F. Root. 
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1 /To the hills I lift mine ejes, Whence my hopes of help a - rise; | 

1 From the Lord comes all my aid, Who the earth and heav’nhathmade; \ 

^ \ God thy keep-er still shall stand As a shade on thy risht haml; 

*^* } Nei-ther sun by day shall smite, Nor the si - lent moon by night; f 




ipzzapzz'tfTi £211: 




r—r— r— f— ' r 


-32 








i 


He will ev - er be thy guide, And thy foot shall nev - er slide; 
God shall guard from ev - ^ry ill, Keep thy soul in safe - ty stiii; 
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God, Hb Is - ra - el that keeps, Nev - er slum-bers, nev - er sleeps. 
Both,with-out and in thy door fie will keep thee ev - ex - more. 
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Hie Lord of Hosts Stall Reign. 

from Pinsotl- 

COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. Eewsitlcn and simplified 

Rer. Jotnaoa Oatman. INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. by}. B. Herbert. 
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1. 0 - ?er all the miglit-y deep, 0 - ver hDl and o - ver plain, 

might - y deep, o - ver plain. 

2. See, the light is break-ing now, E’en tho’ men His pow’r dis - dain; 

break -ing now, pow’r dis-dain; 

3. Je - SU3 for all sin a-toned; Think not that He died in vain; 

« sin a - toned; died in vain; 

r-i h ^ h i ^ 
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fenSziz: 
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It is writ -ten in His word, “God, the Lord of Hosts shall reign.” 

in Big word. He shall reign. 

Ev- ^ry knee to Him shall bow, “God, the Lord of Hosts shall reign.” 

Him shall bow, He shall rfign. 

E - vil pow’rs shall be de-throned,“God, the Lord of Hosts shall reign.” 

be de-fcbroned. He shall reign. 

^ ^ ^ ^ 1 ^ ■ - - 
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shall reign! 




A Rainbow on tbe Clond* 


COPYRtGHT 1914. BY CH4S H. GABRIEL n « I 

E I. Hewitt. miERHATlONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. Vihw. M. Wabtiel- 
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1, Be sot '^7ea-rvorcastdowi!,Whenthehea?ensseemtofrowii;There’saryinbow 

2! He whcse'^CTdrebiikedthestc-rnijXowisa- bie to per-form Ev-’ry word He 
3I Tdere’sa rain-bow on the cioodlTho^yoursouIis sor-row bowed, Lift your voice to 


^1- ^ — fl— * — ’ i — 1 ~' 9 — » — ^ — 1» ifS g g * |@ S_ 

^ _ g— <g,. “<?— gzrgzz: i — d: — 

OE the cloud for youPTie an arch of promise bright, Earnest of un-fad-ing 
whis-pers to your heart; Wholly lean up - on Him then, F or the sun will shine a - 
praisetheLordto-day;There’sarainbow’roDii(ltlietkoae;liiitsglo-ry we will 
^ T ?!! , h — !h— 

y y— — 

y-y-- f — ^ y 

. K . 


Pouring from a shy of ra-diant blue. There’s a rain-bow on the cloud for 
And the shadows ev - er-more de-pait. 

That He led us in His per-fect way. There’s a rain - bow on the 
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you There’s a promise that is sure and true; Tes, the storm will pass a- 

cloud for youjThere’saproin-ise that is sure and true. 
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Jesus, All tl»e Day Long. 

COPYRIGHT, 1916 , BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. IrisL Melody. 

INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT- SECURED. Art. &7 J. B. EecE>«art. 
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Crossing tne Bar. 

COPYRIGHT. 1916, BY HOMER A. RODEriEAVER, 
’ INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECU.RED. 


J. B. Herliert 
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1. Sun - set and eve - ning star, Ana one clear call f;>r rne! 

2. Twi- light and eve-ning bell, And att - er that the dark! 
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And may there be no moan-ing bar, When I put out to sea; 
And may there be no sad -ness of fare - well When I em - bark; 


But such a tide as moving seems a - sleep, Too full for sound and 

For tho’ from out ourbourne of time and place The flood mav bear me 
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foam, When that which drew from out the boundless deep . 
far, i hops tomeermy Pi - lot face to [0/;:/*.] 




Gideon’s Band. 


COPYRSGHT. ir.6. BY HOUER A. RODEHEAVER. 

. L Tiiompson. international copyright secured. 
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Tell the sto - ry true of 
. All the fear - ful fled to 
, Eachone stood at last in 
We are sol - diers now with 

! bu 
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the no - ble band Who of old went forth 
their tents at first; 0th - ers at the brook 
the dead of night With a bro - ken pitch- 
a fight to win; There are foes with - out 
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at their Lord’s command- Of the fmth- ful few, and the fight they won 

stopped to qnench their thirst, But the faith-ful fewstillmarchedon and on 

er and a bnm-ing light, TUI the vie -fry by their faith was won 

their are foes with -in; Bat the taith-fnl band marches on and on 
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From Every Stormy Wind. 


H. StovrdL 
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1. From ev - ^ry storm-y wind that blows, From ey - ’ry 

2. There is a- place where Je - sus sheds The oil of 

3. There is a scene where spir - its blend, Where friend holds 

4. Oh, let my hand for - get her skill, My tongue be 

^ — 
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-d, 
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ra 




Bweil - ing ticia..*? ^ woes, There is ' 


cairn, a 


glad - ness on our heads; A place than all be- 

fel - low -ship.... withfriendjTho’ sun - dered far, by 

si - lent, cold, and still, This bound - ing heart for- 
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sure 

sides 

faith 

get 






re - treat; ’Tis found be - neath the mer - cy-seat. 

more sweet; It is the blood -bought mer - cy-seat. 

they meet A - round one com - mon mer - cy-seat. 

to heat. If I for - the mer -^cy-seat. 
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48 God Be Merciful to Me. 
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1. Sin - M, skh-ing to be blest; B 

2. Goodness I have none to plead, 

3. From this sin-ful heart of mine 

4. There is One be-side the throne, 

5. He my cause will un-der-taks, ! 

... - - , . ..j ! 1 1 I , 

L — j — 

otind,andlongmg 
Sin-ful-ness is 
To Thy bo -som 
Andmyon- ly ho 
My In-ter-pre- 

_i 1 i 

to be free; 
all I see; 

[ would flee 
pe and plea 
ter will be; 
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Weary, waiting 

I can on - ly 

I am not my 
Are in Him, and 
He’s my all; and 

A» - - 
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God be Merciful to Me^ 


znzztzzit—E 
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for my rest; 

brini^my need; God be mer-ci-fal to me. 

own, but Thine; 

Him a - lone; 

for His sake, God be mer - ci - fnl to me be mer-d-fal to me. 






Jesas, Lover of My Soul. 

COPYPtGHT BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER, 
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f Je-si 3 S, lov-er of mysonl, Let me to Thy 
' t While tiie nearer wa - ters roll. While the tempest i 
f 0th - er ref-nge have I nnr.e, Hangs mv help-less i 
' \ Leave, oh,Ieave me not a -lone. Still support and ( 
( Thon, 0 Christ, art all I want; More than all in 1 
■ { Raise the fal - len! cheer the fainti Heal the sick! end 1 






Hide me, 0 my Sav - ior, 
AH my trust on Thee is 
Just and ho - ly is Thy 




hide, Till the storm of life is past; 

stayed. Ail in y help frutn Thee 1 bring; 

name, I am all nn-right-eons - ness: 




Safe in “to the ha - ven guide, Oh, re-ceivemy soul at last. 

Cov - er my de - fense-less head With the shad-ow of Thy wing. 

Vile and full of sin I am, Thou art full of troth and grace. 
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2nd Tenor. 


In tbe Hoar of Trial. 

COPYRiGHT. me. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED- 
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■. I tri-ai Je-siis-Dl-iadforine; Lest by base de-m-al, 

2 Whenttonsee’stmUavk With a lick re -call, Nor for fear or ia-vor, 
t With for-W^LnSersnres Would this vamworldchann;Or its sordid treasures 
4 louldTbJmercyS me Sor-row, toil and woe; Or should pain attend me 
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Refrain. 
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Lf -fer^me^to"” fell?' Grant that I maynev-er Fail Thy hand to see. 
Spread to work me harm: 

Oa my path be - low: 
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Grantthat I, my Sav - ior, may e? - er cast my care .... 

niy CEiB 

- , F-l — 


on Thee. 



51 Give Me a Heart Lite Ttine. 
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1. Give me a heart like'] 

2. Give m© a love like , 

3. Give me a peace like "] 

4. Give me a joy like' 

5. Give me a wiU like! 



’Mne, Give 
^hine, Give 
'hine, Give 
]hme, Give 
Chine, Give 

, n 

me a heart like 1 
me a love like 1 
me a peace like T 
me a joy like Cl 
me a will like '3 

/ p™J 

’hine: By Thy 
hine: By Thy 
hine: By Thy 
’hine: By Thy 
’hine: By Thy 



Give Me a Heart tike Ttine. 
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woQ-der-foI pow-er, By Thy grace ev’ry honr, . . . Give me a heart like Thine 

won-der-fui pow-cr, By Thy grace ev’ry hour, ... Give me a love like Thine 

won-der-ful pow-er. By Thy grace ev’ry hour, . . . Give me a peace like Thine 

won-der-ful pow-er, By Thy grace ev’ry hour,. .. Give me a joy like Thine 

won-der-fal pow-er, By Thy grace ev’ry hour, ... Give me a will like Thine 



52 


Jesas, Meet and Gentle. 


R, PiTniie. 


COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A RODEHEAVER. 
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1. Je - BUS, 

2. Par - don 

3. Give ns 

4. Lead ns 


i 

"I 


meek 

and 

gen - tie, 

onr 

of - 

fens - es. 

ho - 

iy 

free - dom. 

on 

our 

CD 

I 



Son of God most high, 

Loose onr cap • tive chains, 

Fill onr hearts with love, 

Be Thy -self the Way, 






Pity - ing, lov - ing Sav - 
Break down ev - ’ry i - 
Draw ns, ho - ly Je - 
Thro’ ter - res - trial dark ■ 


L 


Pity - ing, lov - ing Sav - ior, 
Break down ev - ’ry i - dol, 

Draw ns, ho - ly Je - sns, 
Thro’ ter - res - trial dark - ness, 








rail. 






Hear Thy children’s cry, 
Which onr soni de- tains, 
To the realms a- hove, 
To ce-les - tial day, 


IF— 
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Lov - ing Sav -ior, Hear Thy children’s cry. 
Ev - ’ry i - dol Which onr sonl de - tdns. 
Draw ns, Je - sns. To the realms a - hove, 
Thro’eardi’BdarknessTo ce- les - tial day. 
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Glorions TKings of Tfiee. 
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1. Sometime, some’where There ’llbe abrightdaydawninsrjSometime.somewbere Thor^l 

2. Sometime,sorae'wfaere Hope’s banner 'wiil be ii.'c • e i;5'..'mL-:’r.;c,sorr.t‘-/: ere ^ '« 

3. Sometime, somewhere Thewrongthingawillbe rightedjSometime’somewhereM’s 
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be a glonoiismommg;'WeshaIlwipea-wayonrtears,We8hallban-isIi 
Ciondsnfd uhtarenft-sl; Ev - er more the sun wiil shine. With a ra - di- 
g.--vi - t:i torcii Lf: lighted; And the pain our hearts have borne, Will for-eY - er- 
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all our fears, When that hap - py dawn ap-pears. Sometime, Somewhere, 
ance be-nign, And no more will hearts re -pine, Sometime, Somewhere, 
more have flown. We shall know as we are known, Sometime, Somewhere. 







55 WKat Have I Given? 
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1 Thv life -was eiv’n for me, Thvbiood, 6 Lord, was shed, That I might 
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m 










:S-feSi 


ad 






ran-somed be, And quickened from thedead 0 “®s Jere 

ter - ni-ty.Thy glo -ry I mightknow;0 was 

earth - Iv night, For wanderings sad and lone. Yea, ...... All, was 

foU and4,Thy ear-don and Thy love; 0 Great gifts Thou 

aU beriv’n,And]oy with suf-fem^ blent: 0 .^^ihon 
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gav - est 
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_ nave i givenior xueei ajuiu, tt u»u uar^ ^ aj 

speS for me'; Have I spent one lor Thee? Lord, Have I spent one for Thee? 

left forme: Have I left anghtforThee, Lord, have I left aught for Thee? 
lets lor me, n.vo ^ ^_s ^ ^ ^ ^ 

give my-self to Thee. 


ifift tor me: nave i leic aus^unuL xucc, . 

bro’t-est me; What have I bro’t to ^lee, Lord, What have I hro t to Thee? 
all forme; I give myself to Thee, Lord, I give my-self to TW 
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Holy Gtost, Witn Liglit Di?iiie. 
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Chase the shades of night a - way, Turn my dark-ness in - to day. 
Long hath sin, with - out con - trol, Held do -min -ion o’er my soul. 
Bid my man - y woes de -part. Heal my wounded, Weeding heart. 
Cast down ev - ’ry i-dol throne, Reign sn-preme, and reign a-lone. 
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Let the Lower Lights Be Burning. 
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But to us He gives the keap-ing Of the lights a -long the shore 

Ea-gereyes are watching, long-ing, For the lights a -long the shore 

Try-ingnow to make the har-bor. In the daik-ness may he lost. 
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59 Wandering CKild, 0 Gome Home. 
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1. Have yon -wandered a--vc ay from your Father’s care. Heav-y heart-ed and 

2. Is your frail bark a-drift on life’s rag - ing sea. Are yon tossed on its 

3. He is plead-ing to-day, heed His gen - tie voice, As He bids yon no 
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All Will Be Well. 

COPYRIGHT. im BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 
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the love of God, our Sav - ior, All 
and changeless is His fa - yor, All, 
we pass thro’ trib - n - la - tion, All 
is such a full sal - va - tion, All, 
ex - pect a bright to - mor - row; All 
can sing thro’ days of sor - row, All, 
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Welsh Air. 
Arr. Ey J. B. Herhert 


is well; 
be well; 


Fre-cious is the blood that healed us; Fer-fect is the grace that sealed us; 
Hap-py still in God con-fid -ing; Fruit-ful, if in Christ a- bid- ing; 
On our Fa-ther’slove re -ly-ing, Je - sus ey-’ry need sup-ply - ing; 


must 

be 

well. 

must 

be 

well. 

must 

be 

well. 







BrotRer, TRou Art Gone to Rest. 



For thon art now where oft on earth Thy spir - it longed to be. 
And sor-row,pain and snf-fring, now ShaO ne’er dis-tress thee more. 
That when we reach onr jonr-ney’s end, Thy gio - ry we may share, 
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62 Rock of A;ges. 


A. M. Toplady. Tltonsas 

Melody in 2nd Tenor, 
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1. Rock of A - ges, cleft for me, Let me hide my - self in Thee; 

2. Could my tears for - ev - er flow, Could my zeal no lan-guor know, 

3. While I draw this fleet -ing breath, When my eyes shall close in death. 
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Let the wa - ter and the blood, From'Thy wound-ed side which flowed, 
These for sm could not a - tone; Thou must save, and Thou a - lone: 
When I rise to worlds un-known, And be - hold Thee on Thy throne. 
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Be of sin the don - ble core, Save from wra& and make me pure. 

In my hand no price I bring; Sim - ply to Thy cross I cling. 

Rock of A - ges, cleft for me, Let me hide my - self in Thee. 
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,3 Sweeter As tte Tears Go By. 


Mrs. C. H. M, 
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1. Of Je-sus^ love that so’t me, When I was lost in sin; Of won-drotis 

2. He trod in old Jn-de - a Life’s pathway long a -go; The peo-ple 

3. ’Twaswosiroas love which led Him For us to suf-fer loss To bear,with- 
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gracethatbro’tmeBackto His fold a-gain; Of heights and depths of 
tkoagd a-bout Him His sav - ing grace to know; He healed the bro-ken- 
out a mor-miir,The an - gnish of the cross; With saints redeemed in 

A ^ { I — 


9— "Ea- 



rner- cy, Far deep - er than the sea, And high - er than the heavens, My 
heart-ed, And caused the blind to see; And still His great heart yearneth In 
glo - ry, Let us onr voic-es raise, Tillheav’n and earth re - ech - 0 With 



theme shall ev - er be. 

love for e-ven me. Sweet-er as the years go by, 

our Ee-deem-er’s praise. Sweet - ec as the years go by, ’Tis 



Sweet-er as the years go by; Bich-er, full- er, deep - er, 

Sweei •• er at the years go by; 



iTm hFj! ITO 


Sweeter As tne Years Go By. 



Je - sus’ love is sweet - er, Sweet - er as the years go by. 



4 Jesus TKinks of Me. 

Janies Rowe. copyright. 1912 . by homer a rodeheaver. B, D, Aclcley. 

Duet. 



This I know when storms are sweeping, This I knowwhen wornby reap-ing, 
Whensweet corn-fort I wonld bor-row, Strength and conr-age for the mor-row, 
This I know, when foes as- sail me, Or when e - vilpleas-nres hailme, 


4. Whenmysonl shall reach the riv - er And from lov'd ones I mnstsev er. 



My Anclior Holds* 

COPYR*GHT. i«32, BY D B TOWNER 
CHARLES M. ALEXANDER OWNER. 

ARR, COPYRIGHT. 1912 BY CHARLES M ALEXiNDER* 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


r ^ i — 

1, Tho’ the an - gry siir - ges roll On my tern - pest driv-en soul, 

2. Might -y tides a-bont me sweep, Per - ils lurk with -in the deep; 
3* Troub-les al - most whelm the soul, Griefs like bil - lows o’er me roll; 

^ 5: > I I I I ^ i I 



I am neace - fnl, for I know, Wild-Iy tho’ the winds may blow, 
An -gry clouds o’er-shade the sky. And the tern - pest ris - es high; 
Tempters seek to lure a - stray, Storms ob-scure the light of day; 


an an - chor safe and sure, And in Christ I shall en - dure, 
I stand the tempest’s shock, For my an - chor grips the rock, 
in Christ I can be bold, — I’ve an an - chor that shall hold, 

J I ^ ^ L j 1 I I 


Choeus. 


M p j 

And It holds, my an - chor holds; Blow your wild - est, then, ye 

And it holds my an - chor holds: Blow your wild — — js. _ est 




My Anclior Holds. 


fail 1^’or my an - cbor holds, 

For my aa - ciior holds, it firm - ly 


mv an'-chor holds. 




S Jnst Outside the Door. 

_ COPYRIGHT, !3*2 BY B. D. ACKLEY. 

James Rowe. homer a. rodeheaver. owner, B. D. Adtfef, 

^ N LI. K 

g — — -2 — i xniirrr-r: 


b3i83S±iS±^EFf==5?=^^ 

—4-- — Ti^tfiziL^irizSiizszz^z:!^ 

0 ^ ^ ^ m ^ i ; f 

1. Oh, wea - ry soul, the gate is near, In sin why still a - bide? 

2. For -^ve- ness Je - sua will im-part— To save your soul He died; 

3. The day of life is pass-ing by, Soon night your sod will hide; 

4. Come in, be free from chains of sin. Be glad, be sat - is - fied; 


-i2CZ\-/^~7- 


Both peace and rest are wait -ing here And you are just <out-si 

How can you still of - fend Ills heart. By stay - ing just out-sh 

And then “too late” will be your cry, If you are just out-si 

Be - fore the tem-pest breaks, come in, And leave your past out-si 

^0 — h , ^ 

I ^ Pi P ^ y- 

Chorus, 

t ^~0 ^ »■ ' b _J ? K K _JS 

ilij — g — — 0 — i — .1^ g_ |,^ 

y — „ — ; — tflTff — 0—^ 

0—^ »— 

Just out-side the dcor, just out-side the door, Be -hold it stands a - 




0 Tis a Great Gliange for Me. 

COmiGHT, T9ia By HOMBR A. ROOEHEA^O. 

mi Ofl-hnan. Jr. . Herbefi# 


COmiGHT, T9ia By HOMBR A. ROOEHEA^O* 

Rev. Jobnson Oatman, Jr. . 


1 . My boatliadoQce floated a-way from the shore, And I was a-drift on life’s 

2. Aly life was once darkened, and fettered by sin, But now, Hal - le - lu-jah! by 

3. No more is my spir-it conformed to this world, Biit now high-er joys ev- ’ry 

4. When IhaTemcMtes,that home of the soul, Blest ha-ven that lies o - ver 








! ^ ( 

\ ; ! 

:c^z:(scz:c? 


^ ^ — ®— 
— srig— P • 


wild ra^ng sea; But now in the life-boat I’m safe ev-er-more,And 
grace I am freel For all has been dian^ since God’s light hath shone in. And ' 
moment I see: For I have been changed and transformed by His pow’r, And < 
times rolling sea, I know I win shont when its joys I be-hold— “0 t 

ns--.---- - I ■ 




68 Since Jesus Came Into My Heart. 




COPYRK5HT. t5>14. BY CHAS, H. GABRIEL, 

R. H. McDanidl. hcmer a rooeheaver. owner. 

Melody in 2nd, Tenor: 1st. Tenor subdued. 

Hv4i- ■ 


C&as. H. Ga^rkl. 




Ft 


^ ^ ^ 

1. What a won-der- M change fin my life has been wroagM Since Je-sns came 
2.1 haveceased from my wand Ymg and go - ing a-stray, Since Je-sns came 

3. Pmpos-sessed of a hope that is stead-fast and snre, Since Je-sns came 

4. There’s a lighi; in the val - ley of Death now for me, Since Je-sns came 

5. I shall go there to dwell in that Cit - y I know Since Je-sns came 

0 - 


— o>' 


■■ — 


T— r 


-0 0 — 

y- 
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in -to my heart! I have light in my sonl for which long I had sought, 
in - to my heart! And my sins which were ma - ny are all washed a-way 

jn - to my hearti And no dark clouds of doubt now my path-way ob-score, 

in -to my heart! And the gates of the Cit - y be-yond I can see, 

in -to my hearti And I’m hap -py, so hap - py as on -ward I go, 



1 1 I r 


Chorus. 






1st and 2nd Tenor, 


Whosoever Will. 

COPYRiGHT. T916. BY H3MER A. RODEHEAVER. 
INTERKATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


J. B. HerBert. 


\m 


Baritone on Tenor staff to the chorus. 

Horn ! 

1. The Spir - it in onr hearts Is whispering, “Sinner, Come:^’ The 

2. Let him thathear-eth say To all a -bout iiira,“C(tme:’'Let 

3. Yes, who - so -er-er will, 0, let him fiee-iy come, And 









Hnm 

^rs 


Bride, the Chnreh of Chr^'Jt.procV.irrs To ail His chil - dren,‘ 

him that thirsts for r:Lmi-eon<-?:f<s T) Christ the Fimn- tain 

free - ly drink the stream of life; ’Tis Je - sas bids him 

‘Come.” 

come/ 

come. 


N i. 


^ iP ^ 


V-;: 



(S. _ 

— h 


Choeus. 




And the Spir-it and the Bride say, come. And the Spir-it and the Bridesay 


'iSiS 


come. And let him that hear-eth say, come, And let him that is a-thirst, 




:i|:^ 


come, come, come. Who - so - ev - er will, who-so-ev - er will, 

And who - - - so-ev- er will, And 

, T i -Ji. f !>!'. } X 


*A ffood effect may be produced by dimimshingr to pianissimo on the word “Come/’ and 
then, huzmmine:. let the tones die away. 


rrm 






f 


Who-so-eY - er will, Who-so-ev - erwill, let mm take taa 

who - - so - ev - er wOl, 

.h 15 ^ K: I . ... . _ K ^ 


wa-ter of life, let him take the wa-ter of life free-ly, free-Iy, free-Iy. 

h ^ h 1 h 1 . ® , 
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Savior, Teacli Me. 

COPtRiGHT. 19!6. BY HOMER A. ROOEHEAVER, 
tNTERNATJOMAL COPYRK5HT SECURED. 


I. B. Herbert. 


Sweet -er les - son can - not be, Lov - ing Him who first ioYed me. 

Prompt to serve and fol - low Thee, Lov - ing Him who first loved me, 

Leam-iog how to love from Thee, Lov - ing Him who first loved me. 

Sing - ing, till Thy face I see, Of His love who first loved me. 






Because tKe Lord is Good. 

Mai^ Voices. 

COPtH'GHT. 1912 BY B. D. ACKLEY. 

HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. OWNER 




B. D. Aotley. 


1. All peo - pie that on earth do dwell, Sing to the Lord with cheerful Toice 1 

do dwell, the Lord 0 sing! 

2. Know that the Lord is God in-deed; Without our aid He did us make; 

in-dec'd; onr aid ns make; 

3.0 en - ter then His gates with joy , With-in His courts His praise proclaim, 

with joy. His coarts pro-claim 


Hun serve with mirth, His praise forthtell, Come ye be - fore Him and re-joice, 

TTT ^ ^ forthteU 

We are His nock, He doth us feed, And for His sheep He doth us take. 

us feed. 

Let thankful songs your tongues emphiy , 0 bless and mag - ni - fy His name 


Be-caase the Lord is good, Be-cauae the Lord is good 

Be-cause the Lord is good. Be - cause the Lord is good, 




y t/ 1/ 





Bless and mag - ni - fy His nmae, 

0 ble^ and mag - ni - fy His name, Be-cause our. Lord is good. 
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Stand Up for Jesas. 

COPYRIGHT, 19J5, BYJ. B. HERBERT. 


:?t=r3=- 


1. Stand up. Bland 






Arr. fcy J- B. 


ye Bol-dier® 




W5=i-S_ 


1. Stand np, 

stand up 

for 

Je 

- - sus. Ye sol - diers of the 

2. Stand np, 

stand up 

for 

Je 

sns, The tram - pet call o- 

3. Stand np, 

stand up 

for 

Je 

- - sus, Stand in His ‘strength a- 


1. stand up, stand up for Je-sus 




Ye 


:2-r-“zr«i 



IP®— =Kzr 


Lift h?7li His 

' N S . 


— L_! 




cross; Lift high 

bey; Forth to 

lone; The arm 

sol-diors of the cioss; 


His roy - ai ban - ner, It 

the might-y con - fiict, In 

of flesh will fail yon,— Ye 

Lift high His roy - al han-ner. 


— L|. 


-r:£——0-\ 


i#ir£2.^r:gz 


^ ? 

II must not 

■ ■ fi- 




lr3 


N N 


From vie - t’ry 






most not snf - fer loss. ‘ From vie - fry nn - to 

this His glo - rions day. Ye that are mtn now 

dare not trust yonr own: Pat on the gos - pel 

It must not 8uf - fer loss. Prom 

h. M « 










— * - - 


Till ev- 'ry 




vic - fry His ar- ray shall He lead, .‘.Tilley - ’ryfoe is 

serve Him A-gainstannuraberedfoes, Let coar - age rise with 

ar - mor,ind, watching un -to prayer, Where dn - ty calls or 

vic-i’ry un-to vk-t’ry Hia ar- my shall He lead. Till 

K_ 




-A 








liipf; 










And Christ is 




van - qaished, And Christ is Lord in - (feed, 
dan - ger, And strength to strength op - pose, 
dan - ger, Be nev^- er want-ing there. 

ev - *ry foe is van-quished. And Christ Is tod in • deed. 


eJe£= 






:tz7i 




Rer. }o£uuoa OatBum, Jr. 


We’U All Be There 

COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOUER A ROOEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


Ken <31 . Bottorf. 






1. When the last day shall come and the roll shall he called; When the 

2. When the ran - somed of earth shall u-nite in the song That is 

3. We shall ne’er say “goodbye” in that home of the soul, There we’ll 

^ N 1^ ^ 






J. 

/- — ^ 


We’ll All Be There. 

z^iiiS±rA~z%ziii±z:%~§:E^^ 

-t ^-yt ^ 


gath-er home, We’ll he there, praise the Lord, we’ll all be there. 

gath - er home, 


Oil! How I Love Jesos. 

ARRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT. 1916, BY HOMER A, RODEHEAVER. 1L_ T » IT 

INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECUREa Arr. by J* ». O. 

Dtjet. Tmor and Baritone, 


1. 

There is 

a 

name I love to hear, 

I love 

to 

sing its 

worth; 

2. 

It 

tells 

me 

of a Sav - ior’s love. 

Who died 

to 

set me 

free; 

3. 

It 

tells 

me 

what my Fa - ther hath 

In store 

for 

ev - ’ry 

day; 

4. 

It 

tells 

of 

One whose lov-ing heart 

Can feel 

my 

deep-est 

woe, 


It sounds like mu -sic in my ear, The sweetest name on 

It tells me of His pre- cions blood; The sin-ner’s per -feet 

Andtho’ I tread a dark-some path, Yields sim-shine all the 

Who in each sor-row bears a part, That none can bear be ■ 


Choetjs. Melody in 2nd Tenor. 


Oh, bow I love Je - sus, Oh, how I love Je - 






Woc^ An. 


Our Eternal Home, 

COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A. ROOEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


From 
Arc. Ey J. 


Roeckel. 

JB>. Herbert 



1. Pil - grims on our jonr-ney home, We tar - ry but a 

2. Cease ye pil-grims, cease to mourn, Press on - ward to the 
3 Tet a sea -son, and we know An en - trance will be 

f-FS — ^ 


^ 0 0 0 0 II f — ha — TTa 

^ p-jr_ 

When the last dear morn is come, We’ll rise to joy-ful 
Soon our Sav - ior will re - tom, Tri - um - phant in the 
All our sor- rows left be - low, And earth exchanged for 


Chorus. 


light. . . . 
skies. . . . 
heaven.. 




a - way to our e - ter - nal home, Home, home. 

r*^ I , sweet home. 

! 1 J-#-J J . . ..,11 


Silent Night. 


ARRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT, 1916. BY HOMER A, ROOEHEAVER. 


Melody in the Baritone, 


Germau 

Arr. for this wodt. 


~ m - g ^ - 


1. Si - lent night! hallowed nightl Land and deep, si - lent sleep I Soft - ly 

2. Si - lent night! hallowed night! On the plain wakes the strain; Sung by 

3. Si - lent night! hallowed night! Earth a -wake, si - lence break, High your 




1 r r r w 

Where the Sav-ior is 

bom, 

Where 

the Sav - ior 

is 

bom. 

Christ, the Sav-ior has 

come, 

Christ, 

the Sav - ior, 

has 

come. 

Peace for-ev - er shall 

reign, 

peace 

for-ev - er 

shaU 

reign. 


Mrs. Nettie B. Christian. 

, 3^ _ N 


You Migkt Have Been. 

COPYRIGHT, 19T6. BY HOMER A. ROOEHEAVER. 

U (NTERNATJONAL COPYR5GHT SECURED. 


J. B* HerBert. 


S30d 


A man with a hi^h, a no - ble aim, A pnr-pose true, an hon-ored name, 
In-stead of a slave to self and sin, A man-ly man yon might have been! 
A joy to the hearts yon hold most dear, A son! redeemed, with conscience clear, 
Bnt look unto God, He’ll hear your call, For - give the past, and make yon all, 


^SE533iB 


Yon might have been, yon might have been; With an hcrortf-i ms?, yon might have been! 
Yon might have been, yon might have been; A man-ly man, yon might have been! 
Yonmight have been, you might have been; A soul redeemed, yon might have been! 
Yon might have been/yon mighthave been; He’ll make yon all, yon might have been. 

N n 


^±-g=S ±ig:y«Ii^S-«- *-gg: 


I Could Not Do Witlioat lliee. 


From a poem By 
F. R. Harerital* 


COPYRIGHT. !316. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


Arr. from tBe German 
By J. B. HetBert. 


j— r-i ! — ' - f-! — 


f I K I 

1. I coQld not do ’with - out Thee, 0 Sav - ior of the lost; 

2. I could not do ^ith - out Thee, I can - not stand a - lone; 

3. I could not do with - out Thee, 0 Je - sus, Sav -ior dear; 

4.1 could not do with - out Thee, For years are fleet-ing fast; 


gjpiSBlBa w 


Whose pre- cions blood re - deemed me. At such tre-men-dous cost. 

I have no strength or good -ness, No wis - dom of my own. 

E’en when my eyes are hold - en; I know that Thou art near. 

And soon, ah soon, dear Sav - ior, The riv - er must be passed. 








1. To thee, who from thenar-row road. In sin • M wajs so long have 

2. Ah, well that gen-tle voice I know, For oft it called me long a- 

3. “My son!” oh, word of might-y grace. That chil - dren of onr mor - tal 

4. How great that Father’s love must be, How fond Hisyeam-ings aft - er 

5* How pa - tient hath His spir-it been, To fol • low thee thro’ all thy 

6. 0 God, my Fa-therll o-bey: I come, i come to Thee to- 

! I I 




trod, How kind - ly speaks thy Fa-ther, God, “My son, give Me thy heart.” 
go, And now to thee it whis-pers low, “My son, give Me thy heart/’ 

race With sons of God may take their place, “My son, give Me thy heart.” 

thee, That He shonld say so ten-der-ly, “My son, give Me thy heart.” 
sin. And plead, thy way-ward soul to win, “My son, give Me thy heart.” 

day, “Here Lord, I give my -self a -way, I give to Thee my heart I” 


“My son, my son, give me th] 

GiTe me tliy lieart, cire me thy heart, My ion, sire me lOiy 


h M' 


h h h 
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Eer. £. A. Ho^Emaa. 


TFie Day of Mercy. 


I. B. Herbert. 

-fi- 




m 
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1. The sin - ner says, *‘To - mor - row, ’’The Sav - ior says, “To-day;” 

2. The sio - ner drowns in pleas - ure, Con-vict - tions of to - day: 

3. The sin - ner grieves the Spir - it, And tnrns from Christ a - way; 

4. 0 sin - ner come to Je - sus! No more, no more de - lay: 

N V . w 1 


*'^bz 






Is hast - 

-V-r— j — 


’nmg a - way . 
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And still the day of mer - cy Is hast’ning a - way, is hast’ninga-way. 

While still the day of mer - cy Is hast’ning a - way, is hast’ninga-way. 

While still the day of mer - cy Is hast’ning a - way, is hast’ninga-way. 

The day of grace and mer - cy Is hast’ning a - way, is hast’ning a -way. 


5 — S__,. dt 
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Chorus. 

. y N V \ 

Ik. \i^ m J ^ J 

Ud 
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Hast’ning a - way, hast’ning a -way, hast’ning a - way, 

Hast - ’ning a - way is hast - ’ning a- 

hhhhi*! 
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hast ’ning a - way: The day of grace and mer - cy is 
way 

hast’ning a - 

way. 

1*'- h 1' *4- 1 

. 0 0 0 0 <^0 0 
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Used “by permission cf S. Erainard’s Sons C3o., Ciiicago. 
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Ligbt at Evening Time. 

COPYRIGHT isr6. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRtGHT SECURED. 


Melody hy Fraax Al^. 
Art. by), B. BmriMart:. 














1. Ho - !y Fa-ther, cheer onr way With Thy love’s per-pet-oal ray: 

2. Ho - !y Spir-it, be Thou nigh, When in mor - tai pains we lie; 

Hum 

tnd Terror on Bass staff. 

^ ^ ^ 
rg • =3:gx r-fg? — cgzi 
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EeT. JobnsoB Oatmaa, Jr. 
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TRe Blessed Old Gospel. 

n; 1913. BY J. B. 


COPYRIGHT. 1913. BY J. B. HERBERT. 






J. B. Herbert. 






J ^ ^ L-j f 

1. Praise God for the gos - pel that came from a-bove, The gos - pel that 

2. Praise God for the gos - pel is free to the world, A gift to the 

3. Praise God for the her - aids op - on Zi - on’s walls, Who preach the old 

4. The bless - ed old gos - pel we’ll lore till we die, The gos - pel of 


— -g 5-1—5 5 — 5 • 5 ? • • ^ 

=±r_^ 

0 M 
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-i — 
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scat-ters our night; The bless - ed old gos - pel of in - Id - nite love, 

chil-dren of men; Be - fore it sin's co-horts all back-ward are hurled; 

gos -pel of peace; O’er mountain and val- ley the mes - sage now falls 

light and of love; And when we have reached that fair ci « ty on high, 

N N ■ 1 h I 


m 


Choeus. {Familiar air.) 





1, Theresa a chtirch in the val-Iey by the wild - wood, No ioye - E - er 
2* How sweet on a , clear, Sab-bath mom- iog To Ifet to the 

3. There, dose by the church in the val - ley, lies one ftat I 

4. Others, close by the side of fiiat loved one, 'Neath the tree where the 


place in the dale; No spot is so dear to my child-hood As the 

deariing-ing bell; Its tones so sweet -ly are call - ing, Oh, 

loved so well; She sIeeps,sweetly8le€pa'neaththe‘^-low;IEs- 
wild flow-eis bloom, When the fare-wen hymn shall be chant -ed, I shal l 


lit-tle brown chnrch m the vale, 
come to the chnrch in the vale, 
toib not her rest in Ihe vale, 
rest by her side in the tomb. 


Come to to 

Oh. come, coma. come. c<m0» 





I Love Him. 


CCTYRIGHT. m B't J. B. HERBERT. 
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Anr. by J. B. HerBert. 


1, Gone from my heart the world with all its charm; Gone are the sins and 

2, Once I was lost np - on the plain of sin; Once was a slave to 

3, Once I was bound, but now I am set free; Once I was blind, but 

^ 

'zziizixzzt— ^ : ' h"' -" • — ^ 


aH that would a - larm; Gone ev - er- more, and by His grace I 
doubts and fears with - in; Once was a - fraid to trust a liv - ing 
now the light I see; Once I was dead, but now in Christ I 


know The 

pre-cious blood 

of 

Je - sus cleans-es 

white as 

snow. 

God, 

But 

now my guilt 

is 

washed a - way in 

Je - bus’ 

blood. 

live, 

To 

tell the world the 

peace that He a - 

lone can 

give. 


Refrain. 

/T\ /T\ 


/T> /7\ fVs 


I love Him, I love Him, Be - cause He jSxst loved 







ChosuS. Faster^ 



Sail oal sail onl tiie storms will soon be past, The darkness will not always 



00 

Hie Homeland. 


H. K. Haweis. 

C0PYBI3HT. 19t6. BY HOMER A. BODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATJONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 

Air. from the German 
for this wort. 


gloom 

-y 

night 

is 

known there, 

But 

aye 

the fade - 

less 

mom; 

sin - 

fnl 

thing 

nor 

e - vil. 

Can 

ev - 

■ er en - 

ter 

there; 

nei - 

ther 

death 

nor 

sor - row 

In - 

vades 

their ho - 

ly 

home; 


Fm siirli 
The mu 


I’m sigh-mg lor that coun-try, My heart is ach - mg here; 
The ma-sic of the ran-somed Is ring-ing in my ears, 
0 dear, dear na - tive conn - try! 0 rest and peace a -hove! 

li - - ing 


There is no pain m the Home-land To which Fm drawing near. 
And when I think of the Home-land, My eyes are wet with tears. 
Christ bring ns all to the Home-land Of His e-ter-nal love. 


There is., no 

And when I 

Christ bring'...-... us 


Home-land, 







The Homelandl* 


0 


The Home-land, 0 the Home-land, To which I’m draw-ing near. J 

^~|-j — — tulsizrzj :::M= 

The Home - land, Home-land, Home - land, Home-land 


land, Home-land, TheHome-IandsodearlTheHome-land, 
The Home -land so dear Home-land. 

^ ! 1 ! Oil ! 
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Home-land Home-land, 


r n. 


^ ^ 

1 ■ -^1 Pi ^ 

t 

nd,. Home-land the Home-land, 

Jnst Abide. 


Jno. R. Glemeats. 

Melody in 2nd Tenor. 
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COPYRfGHT. 1916. Bi HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRiGHT SECURED. 


B. D. AcSier. 
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1. Is the day’s load heav-y? Jnst a - bide: And the day’s road 

2. Is the life’s song min - or? Jnst a - bide: And the night long 

3. Is the day’s heat blight-ing? Jnst a - bide: And the worn feet 

N 


storm - y? Jnst a - bide: If your heart is grow - ing wea - ry, And your 

star - less? Jnst a - hide: NeT-er cloud but sil - ver lin - ing; For the 

wea - ry?Just a - bide: Pii-grim songs in notes are thrill -ing, All the 





Praise Him Evermore. 


ARR. COPYRIGHT, W 6 . BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER, 


-- 0 —Q — 0 


Kocten. 

Are. for ttiis worJc. 



^—faiiSziEz^ 


1, Praise the Lord, His glo-ries show, Saints with - in His courts be - low, 

2. Praise the Lord, His mercies trace: Praise His prov - i - dence and grace, 

. . I K ri_N j ^ h^L-l 


An - gels ’round His throne a - boTe, All that see and share His love: 
All that He for man hath done. All He sends us thro’ His Son: 



__N 

E*±EI=iE 


r I ^ h ! 

0 :^ 0 - — 0 — r gy- 
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Age to age, and shore to shore, Praise Him, praise Him, ev - er - more 
All that breathe, your Lord a - dore. Praise Him, praise Him, ev - er - more. 


55 
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0 praise Him, praise Him ev • er-more. 0 praise Him ev - er-morel 


i m 
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91 Bid tfie Din of Battle Cease. 

COPYRIGHT, 1^6. BY HOMER A, RODEHEAVER. 

Julia Ward Howe. JNTHRNATIONAL. COPYRIGHT S£CUR£D* Jf« £!>« 
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1. Bid the din of bat -tie cease! Fold- ed be the mngs of fire! 

2. Let the crim-son flood re - treat! Blend-ed in the arc of lore, 

3. Blinding pas-sion is snb-dned, Men dis-cern their com-mon birth; 

4. High and ho - ly are the gifts He ^has lav-ished on the race— 

5. As in heavens bright face we look. Let our kind -ling sonis ex-pand; 






Let your conr - age con-qner peace— Ey- ^ry gen - tie heart’s do - sire. 

Let the flags of na-tions meet; Bind the rav - en, loose the dove. 

God hath made of kin -dred blood All the na-tions of the earth. 

Hope that quickens, pray’r that lifts, Hon-or’s meed and bean-ty’s grace. 
Let ns pledge on na-ture’s book, Heart to heart and hand to hand. 












^ ,^Choeus. 






~V- 


For the glo - ry that we saw In the bat - tie-flag unfurled, Let us 


ti=f=i=^iz 


Bhztz 



S 



s- 





read Christ’s better law; Fel-low-ship, feUow^ip for all the world! 

bet-ter law; for all the world! 
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Jesus Remembered You. 


Rev, W. C. Poole. 

I N & b 


COPYRIGHT. 1952. SY CHAS. H. GABRIEL. 
H. A. RODEHEAVER. OWNER- 
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Chas. H. Cjabriel. 
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1. Don’t lor-get Je - sus -R-hen long is the way; Don’t for-get Je - bus when 

2. Don’t for-get Je - snslWhentempted to sin, Trust in His prom-ise— He’ll 

3. Don’t for-get Je - sus, for He tho’tof you When you had wandered, when 

4. Don’t for-get Je - sus, but on Him re - lyl Time, like a riv - er, is 


dark is the day; Don’t for -get Je - bus, He’ll hear when you pray, 

help you to win; In all your bat - ties, with-out and with -in, 

you were un - true; Je - sus was faith - ful the whole jour-ney thro’, 

wan-der-ing by I Sure-ly you’E need Him the hour yon must die, 


0 don’t, don’t for-get Je 


Don’t for-get Je - sus 


don’t for - get Je - sus, So faith-ful, so lov - mg and true; .... 

so loT-ine and true: 







Fight the Good Fight. 


COPYRIGHT, 15t6. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 

ReY. JoEn S. B. Mo&fell. INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. I* B, Hedtetf. 

^ Choeiis. Spirited. cres. , . ^ 
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Fight the go od fight with all thy might; For Christ is thy strength , nr. i Christ thTnel: 


I. B. Eed^ccf. 


^ # 


1. Bunthestraightracethro’God’sgoodgracejLiftapthmeeyesand see His face; 

2. Cast care a -side, lean on thyGnide,His mer-cy will for thee pro -vide; 

, Faint not: nor fear, His arms are near; He changeth not, and thou art dear; 




(1) grace 


and seek His face, 

/TV /V\ /T\n ft 

I I 


Life with its way be - fore us fies, Christ is the path . and Christ the prize. 
Trust, and thy trusting soul shall prove, Ccrist is its liie, an i Christ its love . 

On - ly believe, and thou shalt see That Christ is all is ali to thee, 

I h li I ^ 
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94 Going Down tne Valley. 


JeMie e. Brown, a»»YRiSHT. I890. at FiLLMOBE BROS. }. H. Fillmore. 



1. We are go - ing down the val - ley one by one, With onr 

2. We are go - ing down the vai - ley one by one, When the 

3. We are go - ing down the vai - ley one by one, Hu - man 



fa - cest’ ward the set- ting of the sun; Down the val-ley where the 

la - hors of the wea - ry days are done; One by one the cares of 

com-rade you or I will there have none; But a ten-der hand will 


jL 




















>7 In the Cross of Christ I Glory. 

J. Boyrrinif. ARRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT, 1916, BY HOMER A, ROOEKEAVER J, GojttW- 

Arr. for this worfc. 

Melody in Baritone. _ I f I I ! 
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In the cross of Christ I glo-ry, Towering o’er the wrects of time; 

When the woes of life o’er-take me, Hopes de-ceive and fears an-noy, 

When the son of bliss is beam-ing Light and love up - on mj way, 

Bane and bless-ing, pain and pleas-nre, By the cross are sane -ti-fied; 

^ _ r> I ^ . . i 
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All the light of sa - cred sto»ry, Gath-ers round its head snb-lime. 
Nev - er shall the cross for-sakeme; Lo! it glows with peace and joy. 
From the cross the ra-diance, streaming, Addsmorelns-ter to the day. 
Peace is there, that knows nomeas-nre, Joys that thro’ all time a -bide. 
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Sun of My Soul, Thou Savior Dear. 


ARRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT. 1916, BY HOMER A. ROOEHEAVER, 






1. Sun of my soul, Thou Savior dear, It is not night if Thou be near; 

2. Whensoftthedews of kind - ly sleep, My wearied eye - lids gen - tly steep, 

3. A - bide with me from morn till eve, For without Thee I can - not live; 

4. Be near to bless me when I wake, Ere thro ’the world my way I take; 

Jp-4lS — i — i- ^ j I ^ 


Oh, may no earth-bora cloud a-rise, To hide Thee from Thy serv-ant’s eyes. 
Be my last tho’t-howsweetto rest, For-ev-er on my Sav-ior’s breast! 
A- bide with me when night is nigh, For without Thee I dare not iMe. 

A -bide with me till, in Thy love, I lose my -seif in heaven a - bove. 

1 1 1 # 
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Palmes Basttosi^. 


Speed Away. 


COPYRIGHT. 1900, BY FILLMORE BROS, 


L B. Woodtosy. 


There’s a re - giou that ii - eth in dark-ness of night, There’s a 

To the cap - tives in sor - row go take thou re - leas®, To the 

And the lost will look up to the Fa-ther a - hove, They will 

4 - 


shad-ow of death on that des - o - late shore, And a sad call that 
fall - en that moan on the dark fields of strife, To the dy - ing 0 
turn from the dark-ness of sin and of wrong, They will walk in the 




comes to our ears ev - er - more; 0 spread thy bright pin - ions, 0 

speak thou the sweet words of life, 0 haste with thy heal - ing, Bright 

SUE - light of glad -ness and song, Thy God will be with thee, Then 


make no de-lay; Speed a-wayl speed a -way, speed a - way 

beams of the day; Speed a -way! speed a -way, speed a - way 

why dost thou stay; Speed a -way I speed a -way, speed a - way 


]/ P ! 
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Homeward Bonnd. 

COPYRfGHT. 19'6 BY H'^VIER A. PODEHEAVER, 
INTERNATIONAL CCP-RiGriT SECURED. 


J. B. Herbert. 



Prom - ise of wbich on us each He be - stowed; We are 

0 how we fly ’neath the loud - creak-ing sail; We are 






101 God Bless Oar President# 

Words AtraaiJed. ^ COPYRIGHT. t913. BY J. B. HERBERT. 

^ 


J. B. HerBert. 


1. God o! ali pow’r and might, Bless, bless our Pres-i-dent; 

2. God hear our heart - felt praj’r, Bless, bless onr Pres - i - dent; 

3. Lord, may he fear Thy name, Bless, bless our Pres-i-dent; 

J ] J .|iL» >J ><5 N N J__ 


Hear from Thy throne of light, Bless, bless our Pres - i - dent. 

Make him Thy spe - cial care, Bless, bless our Pres - i - dent. 

Ail e - Tils put to shame, Bless, bless our Pres - i - dent. 


Guard - ing both night and day; God bless our Pres - i - dent. 

Eich bless -ings in full store, God bless our Pres-i-dent. 

Our faith - M ml - er be; God bless our Pres - i - dent. 

ij — j-'Cjf — - 
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Pilgrims and Strangers. 

COPYRIGHT. 1916, BY HOMER *. ROOEHEAVER, 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


}. B* Herbert. 
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Pilgrims and Strangers. 



We are hast- ’ning on - ward To onr ] 
But the hope of heav - en, Cheers onr i 
Each day brings us near - er To our 1 

__ J Hj j I ^ 

home so fair, 

souls a - gain, 

lome so blest, 
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God Calling Yet. 

COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A RODEHEAVER. 

international copyright secured. 


mm- 
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Arr. £ro» BiaEop 
fox tiis wori;. 




1. God call’ingyetlshall I not hear? Earth’s pleasures shall I still hold dear? 

2. God call- ing yet! shall I not rise? Cau 1 His lov-ing voice de-spise, 

3. God call- ing yet! loud shall He knock, And I my heart the clo-seriock? 

4. God call-ingyet! I can -not stay; My heart I yield with-out de-lay: 
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Shall life’s swift pass-ing years all fly, And still my soul in slum -her lie? 
And bas 3 -ly His kind care re - pay? He calls me still! can I de-layl 
He still is wait-ing to re- ceive, And shall I dare His spir - it grieve? 
Yain world, farewell, from thee I part, The voice of God hath reached my heart. 

I IS J ! I I-.-. ^ — 










^ Choeus. P 


cres. 
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God is call - ins. iren - t^y call - mg, 

God is call -ing, gen - tly call -ing Cali -ing, call -ing, gen- tiy call -Ing, 

N N fs N N K N K . . 

— a 


— ^ 




' V V > Ir 

r-2 i 
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Sin - ner, 

r I 


heed 


His plead - ing voice, plead - log voice. 
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Sin - ner, 


heed 
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Scfuaolke. 


TRy Will Be Done. 

ARRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A. ROOEHEAVER W. V. Wallace. 

Arr. By J. B. HerBert. 
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1. My Je-Bus, as Thou wilt! 0 may Thy will be mine; In - to Thy 

2. My Je-sus, as Thonwiltl If need-y here and poor, Give me Thy 

3. My Je-sns, as Thou wilt! Tho’ seen thro’ many a tear; Let not my 

4. My Je-sns, as Thonwiltl All shall be well for ihe; Each chang-ing 

^ ^ is ^—1 ^ J 1 1 -j SS 

:rb4-d ' d ^ 
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hand of love I would my all re-sign. Thro’ sor-row, or thro ^ joy, 
peo -pie’s bread, Their por - tion rich and sure. The man-na of Thy word 
star of hope Grow dim or dis- ap-pear. Since Thou on earth hast wept 
fn - ture scene I glad - ly trust with Thee. Straight to my home a-bove 



Con-duct me asThmeown; And help me still to say, My Lord, Thy 

Let my soul feed up - on; And if all else should fail, My Lord, Thy 

And sorrowed oft a - lone; If I must weep with Thee, My Lord, Thy 

I trav-el calm-ly on, And sing, in Ihe or death,My Lord, Thy 

— I — — 0 — ^ 
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will be done. Thy will be done, my 

will be— Thy will be done. My Lord, 

will be done. Thy will be done 

I -- - I [ I [s s I 
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Thy will be done, my Lord, my Lord, Thy will 


be done. 


My Faith Looks Up to Thee. 


Lowell Slasois. 


I ‘ ^ . 

1. My faith loots up to Thee, Thon Lamb of Cal - va -ry; Sav - iour di -Tine! 

2. May Thy rich grace impart Strength to my faint-ing heart, My zeal in -spire; 

; 3. Whilelife^s dark maze I tread, And griefs a-ronndmespreadjBe Thou my guide; 
4, Wheaendslife’stran-sientdreanijWhehdeath^scoldjSullenstream Shall o’er me roil, 


— 1— t#— -rf— ^ 
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/ Now hear me while I pray, ) 

\ Take all my guilt a-way, \ Oh, let me, from this day, Be whol-ly Thine 
f As Thou hast died for me, [ 

\ Oh, may my love to thee, f Pure, warm and ckigelcsi be, A liv - ing fire. 
j Bid dark-ness turn to day, \ 

t Wipe sorrow’s tears away, j Nor let nae ev-er stray From Thee a - side, 
f Blest Savior 1 then, in love, 1 

t Fear and distrust re-move; j Oh, bear me safe above, A ran-somed souL 
-S- - -f- -S-* *►- -S- i- 


Lord, I hear of showr’s of bless -ing Thou art scatt’ring full and free 
Show’rs the thirst-^ land re-fresh-ing; Let some drops now fall on me; 
Pass me not, O God, my Fa - ther, Sin - M tho’ my heart may be 
Thou mightstleave me, but the rath -er: Let Thymer-cy light on me 
Pass me not, 0 gra - cious Sav-iour, Let me live and cling to Thee 
I am long-ing for Thy fa- vor; Whilst Tkoa’ri call -ing, 0 call me 
Love of God, so pure and changeless, Blood of Christ, so rich and free 
Grace of God, so strong and bound-less Mag - ni - fy them ail in me 


B - Ten 

me, 

e - Ten me, 

Let some drop now 

fail 

on 

me. 

E - Ten 

me, 

e - yen me. 

Let Thy mer - cy 

light 

on 

me. 

E - Ten 

me. 

e - Ten me, Whilst Thou’rt call - mg, 

0 

call 

me. 

E - Ten 

me, 

e - Ten me. 

Mag - m - fy them 

aU 

in 

me. 
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Thon Art My Hope. 

COPYRIGHT. 19:6 BY HOMER A RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 




Airr. from Eeicfiarilt 
for tliis wort. 




1.0 Lord, my hops and con- fi-dence Are placed a -^lone, a -lone in Thee; 

2.0 let me in Thy righteousness From Thee, from Thee de-Iiv’rence have; 
3. My lips shall much re - joice in Thee, When I a - loud Thy prais-es sound; 

is h. N ! N -h N I b N 
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as 


Then let me ev - er-more be kept, Be kept from all con - fu-sion free. 

0 res -cue me, in-cline Thy ear, In - dine Thy ear to hear and save. 
My soul, bvTheeredeemedfromdeathjIn joy, in joy shall much a-bound. 
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U, Choeus. 
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Thou art my Hope, Thou art my Trust, Thou art my 

Thou art my Hope, Thou art my Trust, Thou 

i Ji; S~S.z_S ■ ':'^jj£zzzzsiL^$ziri_ 
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109 May Jesas Cfirist be Praised. 

C0P''R!3HT, '!<5:6 Sr HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. T O n t 

Tr. by Edward CaswelL international COPYRIGHT SECURED. J. B. Herbert. 




cres, 3 
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1. When morning gildstfae skies, My heart a-wak-ing cries 

J 6SUS Ciiristf t)6 pr^iscd.^ 

2. Does sad-ness fill my mind, A sol-ace here I find, ^ 

May Jesns Christ be praised, 

3. In heav-en’s eternal bliss The loveliest strain is this, 

May Jesus Christ be praised, 


9...4_ 
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cres. 










May Je - sns Christ be praised! A-like at work and prayer, To Je-sus I re- 
May Je - sns Christ be praised ! Or fades my earthly bliss, My comfort still is 
May Je-sus Christ be praised! Let earth, and sea, andsky, From depth to height re- 

1 h li ! 1 
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110 Now tbe Day is Over. 


S. B. €<)dlA J- Baraby. 



1. Now the day is o - ver, Night is draw - ing nigh, 

2. Je - sns, give the wea - ry, Calm and sweet re - pose; 

3. Thro’ the long night watch - es, May Thine an - gels spread 

4. When the mom-ing wak - ens, Then may I a - ri se, 



Now tKe Day is Over. 


Shad-ows of the eve 
With Thy tend-^rest bless 
Their white wings a - hove 
pure, and fresh, and sin 



(1) Shad-ows 


Reginald He&er. 


eve-nmg Steal a 


Holy, Holy, Holy! 


Arr. for tiiis worlb. 
lolm B. Dylces. 



•ly, ho-ly, ho - lyl 

■ ly, ho-ly, ho - ly! 

■ ly, ho-ly, ho - lyl 

“ly, ho-ly, ho - lyl 


Lord God Al-mieht - y! Ear-Iy in the^ 
all the saints a-dore Thee, Casting down their 
tho’ the darkness hide Thee, Tho’ the eyes of 
Lord God Al-might - yl Ail Thy works shall 




morn - ing our song shall rise to Thee; 
gold - en crowns a-round the glassy sea; 
sin - ful man Thy glo-ry may not see; 
praise Thy name,m earth, and sky and sea; 




Ho-Iy, ho - ly, ho - I 
Cher-n-bim and seraphim 
On-ly Thon art ho - 1 
Ho-ly, ho-ly, ho - 1 


mer-ci-M and might - y, God in Three Per-sons, blessed Trin-i - 
fall-int^down before Thee, Which wert, and art and ev-er-more shaft be 
there m none beside Thee, Per - feet in pow’r, in love and por-i - ty. 

mer - ci-fnl and might - y , God in Three Per-sons, bleffi-ed Ton- 1 - ty. 
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Move Forward! 


C.H.G. 


WORDS AND ARRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT, 1914. 
BY CHAS. H. GABRIEL. 


Att* hj GEas* H. GaBiriel. 




Move Forward! 




IIS Remember Me, 0 Migbty One! 


Jfouma Kintel. 


^g|^,=Ep?2EiS^f==tfe=ti 

When storms a-roundare sweep-mg, When lone my watch Pm keep-ing, 
When walk-ing on life’s o - cean, Con - trol its rag - ing mo-tionj 
When weight of sin op-press-es, When dark de-spair dis- tress -es, 


-» —0 
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’Mid fires of e - vil fall- ing, ’Mid tempt- ers’ voi-ces call -mg, 
When from its dan -gersshrink-ing, When in its dread deeps sinking, 
A.11 thro’ the life that’s mor-tal, And when I pass death’s por-tal, 

- I i ^-^-4 , 
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Wbat a Iriend We Haye in Jesus* 


• feit, 0 what needless paia we bear... 
i-ful, Who will all our sor-rows share?. 
3 thee? Take it to the Lord in pr a.v’r.. 

J > ^ S N 


All be-cause we do not 
Je - sus knows onr ev - ’ry 
In His arms He’ll take and 


Ei3E 




Ev - ’ry-thingto God in prayer!. 
Take it to the Lord in pray’r!. 
Thou wilt find a she! -ter there... 


" ^ I' . ^ T ^ r* 

cause we do not car - ry Ev - ’ry-thing to God in pray’rlfto God in pray’rH 
knows our ev-’ry weakness, Take it to theLordinpray’rl’the Lordinpray’rl) 
arms HeTl take and shield thee. Thou wilt find a shelter there, (a shel-ter there.) 

. .. I k . . k — h k.. k — — 1 


Death and Eternity. 


Ghas* H. Gahrinl. 


C. H. G. USED BY PERMISSION- Ch»s. H. Gahrlnt. 

Feelingly. . . . ^ ^ 

""" ^ / i * ’ 

1. Com-ing when the day is bright, Com-ing in the si - lent night, Com-ing at the 

2. Com-ing to the gav andproud, Coming with a snowwhite shroud.Comingto the 
Sl Com-ing with unhindered sway, Com-ing ev-’ry fieet-ing day, Com-mg to the 
4. Com-ing to the sin -fnl one, Com-ing when our life isdone, Gath nngto the 




Ecfm* 




mom-ing light, _ - rr ^ i 

gray head bowed, Coming, coming, death and e - ter - m - ty , £/ - ler-ni - ty . 

young and gay, 

tndg-ment throne. . . ^ . . v 
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S. F. Adams. 


Nearer My God to Thee. 


Lowell Masos. 


r-fgT 




1. Near-er, my God, to Thee, Near - er to Thee; 

2. Tho’ like the wan-der-er, Day -light all gone, 

3- There let the way ap-pear, Steps nu - to heay’n; 

4. Then, with my waking thoughts, Bright with Thy praise, 

5. Or if, on joy - ful wing, Cleav - ing the sky, 




E’en tho’ it 
Dark-ness be 
All that Thou 
Out of my 
Sun, moon and 



iwil 

ttsll 

m 

Jj 1 ] -4 -J — ! J 



=g= 
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be a cross That rais-eth 

S-'' 

me; 

Still 

all 

my song shall be. 


0 - ver me, My rest a - 

stone; 

Yet 

in 

my dreams I’d be, 


send-est me. In ^ mer-cy 

giv’n; 

An - 

gels 

to beck - on me, 


sto • ny griefs Beth - el I’ll 

raise; 

So 

by 

my woes to be, 


stars for- got, Up - ward I 

fly; 

StiU 

all 

my song shall be, 


Near-er, my God, to Thee! Near-er, my God, to Thee! Near - er to Thee! 


=i^E3 
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As Flows the River. 

COFTRIGHT, 10'6, BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATJONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


I. B> HerEext. 








Sonoweth ev-er, and ceaseth never, Toeloveof G-od to me. 

So flow - eth ev-er, and ceas - eth never, The iove of God to me. 

From eye that weepeth, for one that sleepeth, lie gen - tiy dries the tear. 
How sweetly sing-eth the soul that cringerh.rdy iov - mgLord,to Thee 

So, temp - est driven — into the haven, I reach the limged for rest. 


God of Oar Fathers. 


Daniel C. Ro&erti. 


USED BY PERMISSJON, 


Geortfer W. Warw*. 
Arr. by Henry Fiilinore. 


1. God of our fa-thers, whose al-might-y hand 
Trumpets 2. Thy love di - vine hath led ns in the past; 
{before each verse ») 3. From war’s a -larms, from dead- ly pes-ti - lence, 
4. Ee- fresh Thy peo-ple on their toil-some way, 


,-L5“| 


j 



Leads forth in beau- ty all the star -ry band 
In this free -and by Thee our lot is cast; 
Be Thy strong arm our ev - er sure de-fense; 
Lead ns from night to nev-er- end-ing day; 


Of shin- ing worlds in 
Be Thou our ru - ler, 
Thy true re - lig - ion 
Fill all our lives with 

I i f' J. i 








splen-dor thro ’the skies, 
guardian, guide and stay, 
in our hearts in - crease, 
love and grace di - vine, 


Out grateful songs be-fore Thy throne a - rise. 
Thy word our law, Thy paths our chos - en way. 
Thy bounteous goodness nonr-ish ns in peace. 
And glo-ry, laud and praise be ev - er Thine. 




I 
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Lord, 1 Want to be a Cnristian. 

ARRANGEMEMT COPYRISHT. 1916, BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER r 


1. Lord, I want to be a Chris-tian la -a my heart, in - a my heart 

2. Lord, I want to be more lov-ing In - a my heart, in - a my heart 

3. Lord, I want to be more bo- ly In -a my heart, in - a my heart 

4. I don’t want to be iike Ju-das In -a my heart, in - a my heart 

5. Lord, I want to be like Je-sus In -a my heart, in -a my^ heart 


Lord, 

I 

want 

to 

be 

a 

Chris-tian, 

In 

- a 

my 

Lord, 

I 

want 

to 

be 

more 

loy 

“ ingr 

In 

- a 

my 

Lord, 

I 

want 

to 

be 

more 

ho 

- ly 

In 

- a 

my 

I don’t 

; want 

to 

be 

like 

Jn 

- das 

In 

- a 

my 

Lord, 

I 

want 

to 

be 

iike 

Je 

- sns 

In 

- a 

my 


Refeain. 


In -a my heart, In - a my heart 

In - a my heart, In - a my heart. 

y ====: ^ ^ ^ dim. , — ^ 
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Lord, I want to be a Chris-tian In - a my 
Lord, I want to be more lov - ing In - a my 

Lord, I want to be more ho - ly In - a my 

I don’t want to be like Ju - das In - a my 

Lord, I want to be like Je - ans In - a my 






120 


Some 0’ Dese Days. 

COPYRIGHT, 1915. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


Arraniiedi hy 
Homer A. Eode&eaTer. 


,?uh 


B5 





1. Pm 

a - go-na 

walk 

on 

de streets of 

glo 

ry, 

2. Pm 

a - go-na 

sing 

an’ 

a - shout for 

- ev 

er, 

3. Pm 

a - go-na 

see 

my 

saint - ed 

moth 

er, 

4. Pm 

a - go-na 

see 

my 

bless - ed 

Sav 

ior, 






cres. 


‘ “ " ■ :5_ iSfZ 


■^=EI- 


_s\nfzr~. SLii' _ 


:.s 

r ^ / / / '/ ~P' V / 

Pm a - go - na walk on de streets of glo - ry some o’ dese days. 

Pm a-go-nasing an’ a-siiont for-ev-er some o’ dese days, 

Pm a-go-na see my saint - ed motb-er some o’ dese days. 

Pm a-go-na see my bless - ed Sav-iur some o’ dese days, 


■0 0 ^ 

0. .. 0iz:z 






0—m-~ 

Zp^^Z 





Hal-le-lu- jah! Pm 
Hal - le-lu- jah! I’m 
Hal- le-ln-jahl I’m 
Hal - le-Iu-jah! Pm 


a - go-na walk on de streets of glo 
a - go-na sing an’ a-shont for-ev 
a - go-na see my saint - ed moth 
a - go-na see my bless - ed Sav - 





— >5 — 7 — 7 ^ ^ ^ - 9—0 - Z^^ r—'--z ± i 

r- f-^r- r- - r- r r- 


Go-na walk on de streets of glo - ry some o’ dese days. 

Go - na sing an’ a-shout for - ev - er some o’ dese da\s. 

Go-na see my saint-ed moth-er some o’ dese days. 

Go-na see my blesss-ed Sav -ior some o’ dese days. 




h h 






soma o' iese days. 
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122 O Fare You Weil, My Brother. 


Arr. for this Trock. 
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TO 


1. 0 fare you well, my broth-er, Fare-well for-ev-er, 0 fare-well, my 

2. 0 fare you well, my sis - ter, Fare-well for-e?-er, 0 fare-well, my 


-A, 




i 


irfeti 


ir^iziz 






P I 

Chorus. 










±Ztr: 


/ p K p r 

broth-er, for 1 am go-ing home, 

sis •* ter, for I am go-iug home, 

_bL_h 


0 good-bye, good-bye, 














Ari??- 






5EI 


Repeat softly. 




^ ^ ' i 

Pm bound to leave you; Good-bye, good-bye, for I am go-ing home. 
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Until de War is Ended. 


Plantation Song. 

ARRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. j|,jg 



■p— ^ 

1 f Mine eyes are turned to the heb-benly gate,Un - til 

keep my way, or I’ll be too late, Uu- til 

2 f De tall - est tree in Par - a - dise, TJn - til 

\ De Chris-tians call de Tree of Life Un - til 

o I Green trees a -bum- in’ why not de dry? Un- til 

i My Sav - ior died, and why not I? Un - tal 


7“ 
de war 
de war 
de war 
de war 
de war 
de war 


is end-ed. \ 
is end-ed. j 
is end-ed. > 
is end-ed. j 
is end-ed. \ 
is end-ed. j 



Until de War is Ended 


Chorus. 



IVe Been Listening, 

ARRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. jfo, jJjg 




lie 



1 ff < 

Iz 



i gzrp gi 


L„ — It 1 — :: — z — z 

pj ^ ^ ^ 

Pve been list- ’ning all de nightlong, Been Hst-’ning all de 
Listening, list’-ning, list-’ning, list-’niiig, list-’ning, list-’ning, 
/g" K_ _K K h N_ S__ 






bgiizy— irzigz: tzii — ^ 3 


Repeat softly. Ftve 

ES-J :2 ?i-c:!’iic3| 


day. Pve been list-’ning all de night long To hear some sin-ner pray, 
list-’ning list-’ning, list’ning all de night long. 




:#ZZi?ZZii=9Z 

p ^ 


— / — gw- 


Baritone Solo. 


1. Some said that John, de Bap-tist, ^^as noth-ing bat a Jew, 

2. Go read the fifth of Matthew, an’ read de chap -ter thro’. 


D.C. 



Bnt de Bi - hie doth in - form ns Bat he was a preacher, too. 
It is de guide to Chrisfians, An’ a - tells dem what to do- 





View De Land. 


a.RRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT. ISie. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. Art. foi ttia worfc. 


Oh way o - yer Jor-dan, View de land, View de land; 








pm 


a tree m 


• dise; View de land, View de land; 


’ \ I specks to eat right o5 dat tree; View de land, View de land; 
€) ( What kind o’ shoes is dem-a you wear? View de land, View de land; 


( Dem shoes I wear am gos - pel shoes; View de land, View de land; 

Q f You say de Lord hab set you free; View de land, View de land; 

t You say your aim - in’ for de skies; View de land, View de land; 

J J pv ^ - I y; 0 


i Sl 


De Chris -tian call de Tree of Life; Go view 
Ef bus - y old Sa-tan will let-a me be; Go view 
Dat you can walk up - on de air? Go view 
An’ you can wear dem ef-a yon choose; Go view 
Why don’t you let-a your neigh - bor be? Go view 
Why don’t you stop-a your tell -ing lies? Go view 


de heavenly 
de heavenly 
de heavenly 
de heavenly 
de heavenly 
de heavenly 







126 I Know tKe Lord’s Laid His Hands on Me. 


ARRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT, 1916, BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 


IK 

n 1st Tenor, — 

-p—i — h-in-,n~ 

a— i=r±zj:;' - r~N — i 
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-2 ^— — *~-m 

w—-. 

^ w:—4 J_ -d 

H-4 



0 I know the Lord, I know the Lord, I know the Lord’s laid His 
jj_ 2nd Tenor, — ^ — -s. 



—3: ^ ^ _ 1 **, m 1 
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ft 4 -i_. ^ 4 i.m 4 JzLfi ^ 
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1 > ^ r rrj 

r:7 . r 'v . -i 

I know the Lord, I know the Lord, I know the Lord’s laid His 
1st and 2nd Bass, 

^ i V , hi.. 


m I 

m _ 0i . r 





-€ € * — S € — t 

W,-4 

' ' " ±1 

i ^ 

_p 4 4 4 4 4 



0 jf 0 

0 0 0 

Lp_t— 


„ 1 I ^ 

IrHiS 

^ BIne. 




r-f 1 K-n 

— 


4 — 1 

1 1 1 

h r- 

/-I- 

-H H j 

^ 9 4 


1 *- 


'? i ir — 

1 * ! 1 
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hands on me, hands on me. 


* 


f Did ev - er you see the like be - fore? 
\ King Je - sus preaching to the poor 
/ 0 Tras - n’t that a hap-py day? 
\WhenJe - sus washed my sins a - way? 
f Some seek the Lord, and don’t seek right, 
(They fool all day and pray all ni^ht; 
f 0 my Lord’s done just what He said, 
i He’s healed the sick and raised the dead, 



hands on me. hands on me 
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Fve Been Toilin’ at die Hill. 


ARR. COPYRiSHT. 1516, BY HOMER A, BOOEHEAVER. 

A«rr. By J. B. HerEeit. 













1. De birds ob de air hab nest in de tree, De fox hab hole in de groun’ 

2. You may go dis-a-way, an’ go dat-a-way,You may go from do’ to do’; 

3. 0 while you are marching, marching a-long, Dis road from day to day, 



An’ eb-ry-t’ing hab a hid-ing place, But we, poor sinner, hab none. 
But ef youhaintgot de love in yo’ heart, 0 de deb-ilwill git you shol 
You’d bet-ter quit your mean-ness now, And git in de gos - pel way. 



hard tri-alsl I’mboun’ to leave dis world! leave dis world! 



131 De lore Come A-TricfcaliBS Down. 




OJPYRIGHT, 1916, BY HOMER A, RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


ri — S — ' 


1. Brotb-er, de Lord has been here; Broth-er, de 

2. Sis - ter, de Lord has been here; Sis -ter, de 

3. El - der, de Lord has been here; El - der, de 

4. Dea-cofl, de Lord has been here; Dea-con, de 

5. Preach-er, de Lord has been here; Preach-er, de 


imitation of a SpiritnaL 
J. B. Herfcert. 

K K In 


Lord has been here; 
Lord has been here; 
Lord has been here; 
Lord has been here; 
Lord has been here; 

, h h !s hL- 




Broth-er, de Lord has been here; 0 
Sis - ter, de Lord has been here; 0 
El - der, de Lord has been here; 0 
Dea - con, de Lord has been here; 0 
Preacher, de Lord has been here; 0 

hL- _| 


how de Love come a-trick-a-ling d 
how de Love come a-trick-a-ling d 
how de Love come a-trick-a-ling d 
how de Love come a-trick-a-ling d 
how de Love come a-trick-a-ling d 

— g — arTg"^— - 

— — 6 — b — ^ 



Choeus, 
N K 


Diitil I Reacti My Home. 

COPYRIGHT. 1916, BY HOMER A . RODEHEAVER. 

international copyright secured. 


Arr. for tfnis wort. 


^ ^ ^ 

Lord, m - til I reach my home, tin - ti! I reach my home, I 




nev - er ’spect to give the jonmey o - ver, Un - til I reach my home. 

-0 0 #— #— • ^ ^ W : 


— — : : — i - .“il 

0—0:ZZLi~0—01-ZIZ.j 
-f~p — 


1. Old Sa-tan’s might-y bus-y, He fol-lows me night and day, 

2. Nowdon’tyoumindold Sa-tan, Wid all his tempt- in’ charms, 

3. Whenly-in’ at hell’s dark door, no one to pit - y me, 


An ev-’rytime I go to pray, I find him in my way. 

He wants to steal yonr sonl a - way, An’ fold yon in hk arms. 

The Lord He comes a - rid - in’ by, An’ bought my fib - er - ty. 




Some- bod - y^s knock-ing at yoor door, knocMo 




Some- bod -y’sknockmg at your door. Knocking, knock-ing 




1. Sounds like Je-sus knocking, knockingjSomebod-y’sknockingat your door; 

2. Don’t you hear Him knocking, knockingfSomebody’sknockingaty our door; 

3. An - swer Je-sas’ knocking, knockinglSomebodj’sknockingatyour door; 

4. Je - sus calls you, knockingjknockmg;Somebody’s knockingatyour door; 

. I h - 


^ ^ 






Sounds like Je-sns knocking, knockmg;Somebody’sknocMngatyourdoor, 
Don’t youhearHimknockingyknockmglSomebody’sknockingatyourdoor, 
An - swer Je-sus’ knocking, knocking, Somebody’sknockingatyourdoor. 
Je - sus calls yon, knocking, knocking, Somebody’s knockingatyour door. 
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1st Tenor. 


Swing Low. 

COPYRIGHT. 1916, BY HOMER A. RODEriEAVER, 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


Arr. for tills wodL 



1st and 2nd Tenor, 



K K N - X ^ 


(» o d 
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0 0 9 0 y j„P 

' 1 



~ ^ .,_g ^—y r ✓ — h, 

1. I lo 

2. If 

3. I’m 

oked o-ver Jor-dan,v 
70 U get there be - 
sometimes np. Pm 

rhat did I see, \ 
fore I do, ( 
some-times down,( 

r ^ r r 

>raing for to car-ry me home? 
loming for to car-ry me h‘*me; 
doming for to car-ry me home; 

J 


— MM 

M» ! 






— ii — ^ — 


^ ^ S z u J 



, h 

A ^ ^ 

^ ^ U.Xj. 

N V N N , , N ?*v— Js. 

H|l 


" ffl ill' 

riK__SlZv3!v ^IZ^IZ-*-T==p:._ 

p 

p—S— 

t—j:: — 0 — 

-.,0 ^ . 1 ^ . ^ ^ 


A band of an -gels coming aft-er me, Com-iogfor to car-ry me borne. 
Tell all my friends Pm com - ing, too, Com-ingfor to car -ry me home. 
Bnt still my soul feels heaven-ward boimd, Com-ingfor to car -ry me home. 
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135 TKe Downward Road is Crowded. 


COPYRtGHT. 19*6. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 

INT£BNAT!ONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. J. B. FTer&ert. 

Imitation of Freedmen'ti Song. 

Bather slow and solemn, >- 


Word* arr. fcy H. B, J. 
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■ - ----- 




tziH 




0 the downward road is crowd -ed, is crowd -ed, is crowd -^d, 
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zrn 


-32- 




pit: 
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The dovrn-ward road is 

h h V K 




U " 

crowd -ed with nn - be-iiev-ing souls, 


l?±. 






. dim - 


fi - - - rit^ 


Fine 
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With poor, lost, sin - ful souls, With 

poor, lost sin - fnl souls. 



souls. 


Jh ! 1 !?; 
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1 
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c* — ^ ' ? !=f 

J. : □ 
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-§ — "I- 
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1. Now take and read your Bi - ble, And read it thro’ and thro^, 

2. The broad road to de-struc-tion Is an eas - y road to find; 


3. The road that leads to glo - r 

. h ^ h 

r. It is a nar - row way* 

,fc: ... 


a . » ^ ^ 9 1 


# • - s 'K"" m 
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Secular Selections. 


Workers and Sfiirfcers. 


Saggested By tBe poem 
Lifting and Leaning” 

By Ella WBeeler Wilcox. 

„ Duet. Tenors. 


COPYRIGHT 1«5'6 BY HOMER A P03EHEAVER, 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECUREO. 


J. B. HerBerte 


j I Two class 

1. They are no 
o f You’ll find 

(Look how poor 
Q j You’ll find 

i You’ll find 

^ f Yes, you’ll find 

t 0 don’t 

Basses. 

^ x 


• es of men we 
more a - like than 
them in school, ’mong 
moth - er works, day 
a - mong strong men 
. a - mong church mem • 
just a few in 
be so sel - fish, 


have all of 
a pearl and 
the girls and 
and night with 
who work by 
■ hers some who 
the church - es 
and lit - tie 


us seen, 
a bean; 
the bojs, 
a will; 
the day, 
will work; 
to - day, 
and mean; 


The 

— 0 0 — 

fel - lows 

—V— 

who 

— 0 

lift, 

—0 

and 

the 

w 0— 

1“^ — 
fel - lows 

who 

lean, \ 

The 

fel - lows 

who 

lift, 

and 

the 

fel - lows 

who 

lean, f 

And the 

do - lit ■ 

• tie 

ones 

al- 

ways 

make the 

most 

noise. \ 

And the 

girls in 

the 

par - 

• lor, dressed 

up fit 

to 

kill! / 

That 

man - y 

are 

weak while 

the 

boss is 

a " 

way; \ 

But a 

good man 

- y 

more 

who 

do 

noth - ing 

bat 

shirk, j 

Who are 

read - y 

to 

sac ■ 

- ri - 

fice, 

la - bor 

and 

pray: ( 

But 

learn to 

help 

lift, 

and 

not 

on - ly 

to 

lean, f 

Chobus. 









ii ^ 

p:$ ^ 

— # 0 — 
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:-S=E3 


^ ^ 0 a ^ # 0 1—0 0 0- 

— 

0 the two kinds of peo - pie that we have all 

.is x *v x N ^ , - S, 

*r= «i * 

-0 
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, With intense energy. m Slowly ^nd languidly.^ 

-Br:* = 'z,'_ 


^ f- (J ^ 

Are the work-ers, who Tli, 




■S=i=S=i=i 


and the sMrk-ers, who lean. 

j d 0 , 0 i i_5ZZii 


1 V 

♦For the word “lift” vitalize muscles and dench fists as if lifting:. 
And for the word “lean” relax and lean against each other. 



137 Motker Grinding Goflee. 
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E. W, Sanitk- ARR. COPYRIGHT. 1913, BY J. B. HERBERT. J. B. H«dk«rt. 


[H 






''f! 4 « . 0 

m • m m * m 0 • s 0 • . 

t 

B • B B • . 0 . m 



w m m K P P 




■"^~b — u — 

i7 U V u \j IS \j 
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1. On a clear and frost - y morn-ing as I 
2.1 can see the ta - ble stand-ing near w 

^ ^ Melody^ 

wan - der down the street, 
ith ev - ’ry- thing in place; 
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B’ • J Ti 1 1 


* r 

1 1 



9 ^ 1 

i 
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3. I can see my fa - ther com - ing in with snow-fla 

4. But a home-less, friendless wan-d’rer now, of ev - h] 

^ . - N N [N 

kes covered o’er, 
^-thing be -reft: 
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~Y 
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V F- 

And my ap - pe-tite 

is call ■ 

ing loud for sr; mething warm to eat; A most 


And the plate of crisp - y dongh-nuts wear a most fa-mil -iar face; But the 
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And the wave of frost - y air but made our )m-fort seem the more; Oh, to 
Aft-er struggliug hard with toil and care there on - ly mem -’ry left; And the 
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tan - ta-iiz - ing picture comes wher-e^er I chance to rove Of my mother 
fragrance of that cof - fee seems to fol-low where I rove, Fresh as when my. 


4 - 4 _ 




see that hap-py place a-gain, how far these feet wouldrove Just to taste my 
scene that bringsmy wholelifeback,a8cold andfaint I rove. Is my moth-er 
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axisnaL; 
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Mother Grinding Coflee. 


Chortts. P 


III l|g-ty 
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grind-ing cof-fee by the old kitch-en stov 
moth-er ground it by the old kitch-en stov 

„ it K 'Jl 1 !s Bk 1 

e. Grind-mgjgrmding cof-fee 
e. Grind-ing, grinding cof-fee 

irTT»iITr“n« TS 

->< 



OS J m 


-9 N 




/ L/ 9 . • 

! . O' 

. i_ . ^ ...: > 1 . > ...- 


7 “ 

-• 

^ y- .zj-; , 

moth-er’s c 
grind-ing c 
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of-fee by the old kitch-en stove. Grind-ing, grinding, cof-fee 
of-fee by the old kitch-en stove. Grind-ing, grinding, cof-fee 
- - _J * 
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138 I Cannot Sing the Old Songs. 


ARRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A, RODEHEAVER, 


1st Tenor, 


Art. By J. B. HerBert. 


tziziiiiEzzzfc 


1. I can-Dot sing the old songs I sang longyears a-go, Porheart and voice would 
, 2nd Tenor. Melody. 

? v -- V ^ - , * 


— r 


2. I can-not singthe oldsongs;TIieir cliaraissadanddeep;TheirmeI- 0 “dieswouId 

3. I can-not sing the old songs, For visions cornea-gain Of gold-en dreams de- 
1st and 2nd Bass. 


Bad - ly sweet they be I can-not sing the old songs, They are so dear to 
set my spir-it free. My voice may know the old songs For all e - ter - m 









I Cannot Sing tlie Old Songs. 




fit e dim. 




gam; 




1 can - not sing the old songs. Or dream those dreams a - gain. 
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me. I can -not sing the old songs, They are too dear to me. 
ty; My voice may know the old songs, For all e - ter - ni - ty. 










- p ^ If', ^ 

The Old FolE:s. 

ARRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A. ROOEHEAVER 


1B9 


MjTTrr 

Sj9-f 




f 


Woodimry, m 


1. Bat-tling T^ith life? Mid care and strife, The dail-y round of toil I on - der- 

2. LongyearshavegoneSince in the mom Of life I heard the riv-er^s gen-tle 

3. Dell, hill and tree, Flo w’r,birdandbee, All as of yore makemn-sie sweet and 

. ■ -i — — r- 
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go; Yetmem-’ry will wander, Fonder andfond-er, To the dear old folks I 
flow; And oft mem-’ry lin-gers As point Time’s fingers The dear old folks I 
low; And tho’ on earthriv’n, I hope to meetinheav’nThe dear old folks I 
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loved long a - go, TothedearoldfolksI loved long a - go. 

loved long a - go, YeSjtbedearoIdfolksl loved long a - go. 

loved long a - go, Meet thedear oldfolks I loved long a - go. (long ago.) 

— [h- 
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Deck the Hall With Holly. 

Cheistmas Song. 

ARRANGEMENT COPYRIGHT, 19*6 8Y HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 


Weisfc air. 
Arr. for tBifl wort- 


1. Beck the hall with boughs of hoi - ly, Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 

2. See the blaz-ing yule be-fore us. Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 

3. Fast a -way the old yearpass-es, Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 



J L_ 


-j-8— 


’Tis the sea-son to be jol - ly, Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 

Strike the harp and join the chor-us; Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 

Hail the new, ye lads and lass-es, Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 










i§z:rS.3i:fz:H— 


Bon we now our gay ap-par - el, Troll the an-cient Christmas car - ol, 
Fol - low me in mer - ry measure, While I tell of Christmas treasure. 
Sing we joy-ous - ly to-geth-er, Heed-less of the wind and weather, 

uj — t.-J—l-.J — l-rA—KJ—Z- 


ra- — y~g~ 
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Troll the an-cient Christmas car - ol, Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 

While I tell of Christmas treas-nre, Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 

Heed-less of the wind and weath-er, Fa, la, la, la, la, la, la, la, la. 





141 TKe TKone Bell. 

COPYRIGHT, 1916, BY HOMER A. ROOEHEAVER 

Newark News. international copyright secured. I. B. Her&«:. 
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1. She ran t 

2. She tried t 

3. The groc - 

4. All day t 

W W r w w p- f j 

0 cook his pan-cakes, And the ’phone bell rang. 

0 dress the chil-dren, And the ’phone bell rang. 

3r stopped for or - ders, And the ’phone bell rang, 

le housework wait - ed. And the ’phone bell rang, 

- - __L L X 
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She 

rushed to 

start 

the 

cof-fee, And 

the 

phone 

bell 

rang. 

She 

went to 

wash 

the 

dish - es, And 

the ’phone 

bell 

rang. 

A 

neigh-bor came 

for 

gos - sip, And 

the ’phone 

bell 

rang. 

No 

time to 

rest 



or 

— 0 . 

1= 

la - bor, When 

— J: — 0 1* 

the ’phone 

beH 

:i 

rang. 
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Break-fast, he went with- out it; “Good-bye,” they had to shout it; 
The par - lor need - ed dust-ing, The chaf - ing dish was mst-ing, 
She thought by be - ing hast-y She’d make some bis - cuits tast- y, 
At last he came to fold her With - in his arms, he told her; 
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She would have wept about it, But the ’phone bell be-gan to ring, r-r-r-r-r-ring! 
The sil - verware disgusting, But the ’phone bell be-gatf to ring . r-r-r-r-r-ring I 
Herhands with dough were pasty. And the ’phone bell be-gan to ring, r-r-r-r-r-ring! 
A sec-ondheconsoledher,Andthe’phone bellbe-gan to ring. r-r-r-r-r-rmgl 
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B. Herbert. 


142 While the Days Are Going By. 


George Cooper. 


If4!?-rr= 


Hum. 


USED BY PERMISSION. 







-b* — 


1. There are Ion e-Iy hearts to cher-ish, While the days are go - ing by; 

2. There’s no time for i-dle scorn-ing, While the days are go - ing by; 

3. All the lov-ing links that bind ns, While the days are go - ing by; 

Hum 


1^ 


zb- 
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Hum. 
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There are wea-rysonlswhoper-ish, While the days are go -ing by; 

Let your face be like the morning, While the days are go -ing by; 

One by one Tre leave be-hind ns, While the days are go - ing by; 

Hum 

I ^ 
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nile we can re - 
orld is full of 
Beds of good we 
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new. As the 

sighs. Full of 
sow, Both in s 

^ 

iour-neywe pur -sue, " 
sad and weep -ing eyes, 
hade and shine will grow, 
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0 the good we all may do, While the days are go - ing by. 

Help y OUT fal- leu broth-er rise, While the days are go -ing by. 

And wili keep our hearts a-glow, While the days are go - ing by. 

go -ing by. 




Pulling Hard. 

COPYRIGHT, 1913. BYJ. B. HERBERT. 


|. B. Her&«xt. 


^ — 0 — giZir 


1. Do your best for one an - oth - er, Mak-ing liie a pleas-ant dream; 

. If the wind is in your fa - vor, And yon’ye weathered ev-’rj squall; 

3. Some suc-ceed at ev - ’ry tum-ing, For-tune fa-vors ey-’ryscheme 

4, Don’tgiyeway to fool - ish sor- row, Time will bring a just re- ward; 


-p p ^ a f- ^ 

Help a worn and wea-ry broth -er, Pull-ing hard a- gainst the stream. 
Think of those whose luck -less la - bor, Nev-er get fair wind at all. 
Oth - ers too, tho’ more de-serv-ing, Have to pull a - gainst the stream. 
Nev-er care or trou - ble bor - row, But just keep on pull-ing hard. 

N S. k_. V— « « --N 1 


Chorus. ^ 

iizzr<izzzz^zz:^zz:i^zzidz_pz«zza 




Pull-ing hard, pull-ing hard, pull-ing hard a - gainst the stream! 


Vc:=Szz:S±_}_it: 
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Pull-ing hard, pull-ing hard, pull-ing hard a - gainst Hie stream! 

, h 

i 
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♦Movement of arms in imitation of rowing will beeffectfvi; piaH at eadi pratoe martod* 




.44 Way Bact On Mem^ry^s Wall. 


COPYRIGHT, t9'.6. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. IrisE Melody 

Rer. J. OatBum, Jr. international cOPYR-GHT secured, Axt. By J. B. HerBert. 


1st Tenor. (Melody in 2nd tenor.) 


1. Way back on memTy’s wall, are old fa-mil - lar pla 
2nd Tenor. 


2. Way back on memory’s wall, To - night my thoughts are turn 

3. Thoughts bring from yonder past. Words that long since were spo 

1st md 2nd Bass. w . t U 


And scenes that I re- call, Like al - tar fires are bum - ing. 

And I re -call at last, Vows that long smce were bro - ken. 


— g- 

i£iizif±=:f=:l:fc==;z= 

I I / ■ ^ 


(1) 0 let 


on those old days, 


0 let 
The days 
But still 
(1) 0 let 


me gaze 

0 

on those 

old days, 

#— 

— — v- 

Filled 

of youth, 

of love 

and trath, 

All 

I find 

that to 

my mind, 

Those 


on those 


old days, 





Way Back On Mem^ry^s Wall. 


and sor-row 


np 

with joy 

and sor - 

rowj For to 

my heart 

seem 

to come 

be -fore 

mej And 0, 

to me 

scenes 

are dear 

as ev 

er; The hopes 

and fears 

Filled 

up with joy 

ana sor-row: For to 



ill im-part Strength for 


the work to-mor-row 


im-part Strength for the work to - mor - row. 
to see How swift the years pass o^er me, 

gone years I can for-get themnev - er. 

ill im-part Strength for the work to-mor-row 


Chorus. P 


Way back on mem’ry^s wall Are old fa-mil - lar pla 

Q m ^ ^ " 4 —] '-A I J — I— i S:-:: ^ ~ r jt" 


Way back on mem - ’ry^s wall Are old fa-mil - iar pla 

_ I I .. N I J-r4 '-r*- 




Way back on memory’s wall 

p cres. 


But sweet-er, sweet-er far than all Are home and km - dred fa 


Bat sweet - er far than aE Are home and kin -dred fa 

I I N • _ — P p- ' • 

^z: — ^=dt=&=: -z z 

E^E^zz»3zbci=izzi===zxizzzt:=?^^ 

Fnt sweet-er, sweet-er far than ail ' 














Sometime, Somewliere. 


COPYRIGHT. 1913. BY THE RODEHEAVcR CO. 


ArtliorW. Spooner. 


1. An - gels are a! - ways sing -ing, Somewhere, somewhere, Joy-bells are 

2. Peace like a riv - er is flow - ing, Somewhere, somewhere, God His fnll 

3. Home is a -wait-ing God’s chil-dren, Somewhere, somewhere, Bright golden 


k !? b k 1^ P' 


ev - er ring-ing, Somewhere, 8oraewhere;Somewhere the snn isshm-mg, 
par-don he-stow-ing, Somewhere, somewhere; 0 - ver the hill-tops of glo - ry, 
crowns will be giv-en, Somewhere, somewhere; Then the glad harps will he sounding 
-T-fc 1 ^, 


E ~ Ten in dark-est night; Cease then your sad re - pin-mg,Soon will your 
Shine the fair streets of gold; Won - der-ftil,won-der-ful sto - ry, Nev-er has 
Round the white throne on high; Heav-en with praises re-sound-ing,N ev-er-more 


Chorus, 


VP'/ V"^/ V 


sky he bright, 
half been told, 
pain or sigh. 


Some-time, . . . Some-where, . . God will make all come 

Some-time, Some-where, 


right, . . . Sometime, . . Somewhere, . . . Skies will be al-ways bright. 

right, come right, Sometime,somewhexe, up there. 









147 

Tennyson. 
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Break, Break! 

COPYRIGHT l-ilS. BY HOMER A, RODEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 


J. B. HetBeirt. 





1. Break, break, break! 0 break on thy cold gray stones, 0 seal. 

2. Break, break, breakl 0 break at the foot of thy crags, 0 sea! 

W' 












St 
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And I would that my tongue conldnt - ter The thoughts that 

But the ten - der grace of a day that is dead Will ney - er 




And I would that my tongoe could ut - ter 
But the ten-der grace of a day that is dead 

— — j - j / ■■i / 


The tho’tsthat 
Will nev-er 


- pg 


X 

rit e dim. a tempo. 
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a - rise in me 0 well for the fisherman’s boy That he shouts with his 

come back to me And the state - ly ships go on To their ha - yen 
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V — — k“ 


^ _j — #__£ — , — 
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sis-ter at play! 0 well for the sail - or, sail - or lad That he sings in 
un-derthe hill: But 0 forthetouchofa Tan-ishedhand,And thesoxmdof 


-^0 — 

his 
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boat on the bay! Break, break, 0 break onthycold gray stones, 0 seal, 
voice thatisstilUBreak, break, 0 break at the foot oftkj crags, 0 sea! , 
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love’s Yonng Dream. 

ARRANGEMENT COPVRJGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER 


INTERNATIONAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. Arr. By J. B. HerBert. 

1st Tenor. 



la, la, la, la, Oh la, 

1.0 the days are gone when beauty bright My heart’s chain wovecWhen my dream of 
2nd Tenor. 




n Allegretto, m 


fa; 



DJ'^ 


-jfi ^ — /. :i:_ — I — ^ ^ — « — ■^■ 

-, / He's a handsome fel - low, too. With his eyes so 
\ Cheeksso sweet, and ros - y lips, Daint- y hands and 


bright and bine; I 
ips. I 


I Q ( Now he’s leam-ing ev - ’ry day. Some sweet look or 
\ Try - ing hard to make us see, Ba - by loves as 
o { Then step soft - ly while he sleeps. For yoi know ^ 
** ? Ho - ly watch a - ronnd his bed, Where the ba - by 


m-ger tips, 
pret-ty way;) 
well as we! J 
an -j|el keep | 





lays Ms head. 


: 3 :±: 


♦Quartet may tip-toe on and off the stage as th^ sing thereftain-ooe st^ toa 
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RoEwsrt Loreman. 

m'P 


It Isn’t Raining Rain. 

COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A, ROOEHEAVER. 

international copyright secured. 


J. N. Rodej^earer. 
Aw. for Male Voices hy 
J. B. Her&ert. 




■Ar-Ii- 








1. It is -n’t rain-ing rain to me, It’s raining daff- o - dils; 

. ... to “ 0 " ^ils; 

2, It IS - n’t rain-ing rain to me, It’s raining do - ver bloom, 

to me, clo-ver bloom. 
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In ev- ’ry dimpled drop I see Wild flowers on the hills. 

I see the hills. 

Where ev-’ry bnc-ca-neer-ing bee May find a bed and room. 

^ each bee and loom. 

_|h N N ^ ^1. 
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ver-whelm the 
for him who 
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The douds of gray en - gnif the day, And 

A health un - to the hap - pyl A 
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p b * 

town (the town), 
frets (who frets) 1 




It 


ritl- 


& 




^ ^ ^ p b” ^ ^ . 

is - n’t rain-ing rain to me! 

It is - n’t rain - ing rain to me! 
JS N_^ f5L_4_ 
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1. It’s rain -ing ros - es down, It's rain -ing ros - es, ros - esdown. 

2. It’s rain-ing vi - o - lets. It’s rain - ing, rain - ing vi - - o-lets. 

1. It'S rain -ing ros - es down. It’s rain -ing ros - es down. 

2. It’s rain-ing vi - o-lets, It’s rain-ing vi - o - lets. 

fN A A. I 




















Rocking On the Billows. 


e. S. Taylor. PERMISSION. 

g:lE±^B^3F3±i g- g=;Ea±il±g^±: 

-^z77-:^fe =^ 

I f I amrock-ing on the bil-lows of the deep, Where 
■^*1 And my sonlitswe]!«with thonirhtsapsladandfree, As 
9 5 On the shore my d.ir-'MiVssii!: rr*:?. And 

1 And the wind that whips the wa-ters wild to foam, On - 
^ I 0 ye snow-y galls a mes-sage bear for me, To 
\ Tell her that my heart for her dothfond-ly leap. Like 

p p~p f~ 


Axt. &y J. B. Herbert. 




i 


F= 

the winds and waves a 
the rest-less, hep? -ing 
her love has laid a 
ly drives my speed -ing 
my dar-ling as she 
the storm -y, heav-ing 

zfEEE^^^EEE^ 

=r-rrr-r 




con-stant cho-rus keep. 1 f While my bark is borne a -long the sweeping tide, 
bil - lows of the sea. j (And the foam-y waves sa-lute me as 1 ride, 

charm np-on the sea; 1 j Blow,0 blow Rewinds, and fill the lag- ging sail, 

ves - sel near-er home. | (For my heart im-pa-tient flies be-f ore the gale, 
waits be - side the sea; \ f Speedmy bark and cleave a pathway thro’ the foam 

bil - lows of the deep, j ( Fly ye winds and tell my dar-ling that I come 




P '/ P P 


I am rock -ing on the bil-lows of the deep. 


Chorus. ^ ^ ^ 
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I am rock-ing on the bil-lows Rock-ing on the bil-lows, 
|s j rocking, N 1 
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153 Until We Stop tke Brewing. 


^ ^ COPYRIGHT. 19)6. BY HOMER A. ROOEHEAVER. 

Kene JSronner. INTERNATIONAL copyright secured. Cfc**. H. GafoeL 
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1. Un - til we stop the brewing, we don’t know what they’re doing-TMs town or 

2. Un - til we stop the brewing, we don’t know what they’re doing- No whiskey 

3. Un - til we stop the brewing, ’most anything they’re do - ing-The boys down 

-A m m mm . S 
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that may seem to be A place where all from drink are free, You’ll wake and say “It 
sign np - on the door, Nokeep-er there the stuff to pour, Bnt they will get it 
town of evenings go , The husbands take a stroll, you know, And where they £mk well 

J' - . — ::rrz N — h — K — N — k — I'. 






154 ProbiBition Band Wagon. 

COPYRIGHT. 1916, BY HOMER A, RODEHEAVER. 

J. B. H. INTERNATIONAL CCPYRiGHT SECURED. J. B. HcpBfflrt. 



James Rowe. 


It Will Get You. 

COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A. ROOEHEAVER. 
INTERNATIONAL COPYRiGHT SECURED, 


J. B. 




1. You’re tak “ ing just a glass a day, And may -be on the sly, 

on the sly, 

2. One glass will lead to five or ten, As oft it has be - fore; 

has be-fore; 

3. The risk it can -not be de-nied, Is ve - ry, ve - ry great! 

ve - ry greafc 


“I need it for my nerves,” you say, ’Twill get you by and by. 

by and by. 

And those who brew the poi-son then, Will have one vie - tim more. 

vie -tim more. 

Come 0 - ver to the bet -ter side Be-fore it is too late. 

is too late. 


Choeus. 


’Twill get you, by and by, my friend, Tuu know it, so do I 

\ , h 0 -^ h , K- ». 


f siower."^ 
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IJn-lesa you’ve grit e-nough to quit, ’Twill get yon, get you, by and by, 











Sa-loons must go, Sa-loonsmust go I The^vliis - ky 
Saloons must go, Saloons must gol The 'wMsky shops have got to go! Saloons must go, Sa 

h }' h ^ 
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Special Selections 


157 iMsttchi Tfcy Bart, Mariner! 

COPYRIGHT. 1916. BY HOMER A. RODEHEAVER. 

Caroline B. Sootfery. INTERNATIOMAL COPYRIGHT SECURED. 

m Allegro moderato. 


J. B. Herbert. 



Launch thy bark, mariner! Christian, Heav’nspeed thee, Let loose the rud-der bands! 

-UI J . , ■ , h J .Ci 
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Good an-^els leadtheelSetthysailswa-ri-ly, tempests wfll come; Steerthyconrse 
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^ ^home 

. . , , r Looktotheweatherbow, breakers areroandtheeU. 

stead -i-ly! Christian, steer home. ^ ^jjg plummet now, shadows may ground thee! ^ 
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( Reef in the fore-sail there, hold the Mm fast night, watchman? 

I go — let the ves-sel wear! there swept the blast. J 

]S ^ ^ » « h: ^ 



^ ^ p 

What of the night? “Cloudy— all qm-et—nolandyet—airsright.”Be wakeful, he 

JUL^Jl 
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Launch TJiy Bart, Mariner! 
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vig-i-Iant, dan-germaybe At an honrwhen allseemethse-cur-est to thee. 
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agitato. 
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J How— gains the leak SO fast? clear out the hold ! } mu i i. xi. * x » 
\ Hoist upthymer-chandise,— heave out the gold! 'i m-gotsgo. 

j ^ ^ h ^ 
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DOW the ship rights: Hur - rahl the har-bor^s near,— lo, the red lights! 
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f Slack-en not sail yet at in - let or is-land, \ 

I Straight for the beacoiisteer,straiglit for the highW; j ® 
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cut thro’ the foam, Chris-tianI cast an - chor now; Heav’nis thy home! 













159 ti the Cross of Christ I Glory. 
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1st Tenor, 


^ 2nd Tenor. 


1. In the cross of Christ I glo - ry, Towering o’er the wrecks of time; 

2. When the sun of bliss is beam-ing Light and loye up - on my way, 

1st and 2nd Bass, w 
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In t&e Gross of Gbrist I Glory. 
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ceive and fears an - noy, 

cross are sane- ti- fed; 


Nev-er shall the cross for- 

Peace is there — tbatknowsmo 
cres. 


Hopes de-ceiYe and 

By the cross are 


fears an-noy, Nev-er shall the 
sane -ti-fied, Peace is there that 
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sake me. Lo! it glows with peace and joy. 

measure, Joys that thro’ all time a - bide; 
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cross for-sake me, Lo! it glows with peace and joy. Lo! it glows., 

knowsno measure, Joys that thro’ all time a-bide; Joys that thro’. 
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glows with peace and joy, 
thro’ all time a - bide, 
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Lo! it glows with peace and joy. 
Joys that thro’ all time a - bide. 


with peace and joy, Lol it glows with peace and joy. 

all time a - bide, Joys that thro’ all time a -bide. 
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1. Whyshonldwe fret when thingsgo wrong? Sure -ly our Lord can make us strong, 

2. What tho’ ourpath has thorny grown, Ney - er a pain we bear a - lone, 

3. Wea - ry and worn at daylight’sclose, Seek-ing in vain a sweet re -pose, 
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0 - ver eachwouadpourheal-ing balm, Out of the storm He brings a calm. 
Downinourhearts should ring a psalm, ‘*Out of the storm He bringsacalm.” 
Tem-pests of trou-ble ne’er can harm, Out of the storm He brings a calm, 
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He brings a calm, a ho-ly calm, That falls on our souls like healing balm, 
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